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PROLOGUE. 


Written by FOHN TAYLOR, £j4. 


SPOKEN by Ms. R. PALMER. 


No new offender ventures here to-night : 
Our preſent Culprit is a well-known wight, 
Who, ſince his errors with ſuch eaſe obtain 

A pardon, has preſum'd to fin again, 

We own his faults; but, ere the cauſe procced, 
Something in mitigation let us plead. 

If he was found on FasnioN's broad high-way, 
There Vice and FoLLy were his only prey; 
Nor had he in his perilous career 

E'er put a fingle paſſenger in fear; 

All his unſkill'd attempts were ſoon o'erthrown, 
And the raſh youth expos'd himſelf alone, 


Let us the objects he attack'd review— 
Unhurt they all their wonted courſe purſue. 
« BARDs ſtill to Bards, as waves to waves ſucceed, 
And moſt we find are of the + Yapid breed; 
A truth, perchance, 'tis needleſs to declare, 
For ah!. to-night, a luckleſs proof may glare.“ 
Still LAw VERS ſtrain their throats with venal fury, 
Brow- beat an Evidence, or blind a Jury. 
Still the Hi GamesTER and obedient Mate 
Veil deep-laid ſchemes in hoſpitable ſtate ; 
Praro, though routed, ſtill may Juſtice dare, 
Fine a few pounds, and many a thouſand ſhare. 


The lines marked thus © were not ſpoken. 
+ Vide The Dramatiſt. 
A 3 Still 
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Still can our Bloods of Faſhion, arm in arm 

. March fix abreaſt, and meaner folks alarm ; 
Still ſaunter through Pall-Mall with callous eaſe, 
And joſtle Worth and Beauty as they pleaſe ;. 
Stii!, drunk in "Theatres, with ſavage ire 

Bid Senſe and Decency abaſh'd retire ; 

Or, more to dignify ſuperior life, 

Cheat their beſt friend of money and of wife. 
If ſuch the age, in vain may Satire toil, 

And her weak ſhafts muſt on herſelf recoil. 


As ſome may wonder why our Author's found 
Poaching for prey on this unuſual] ground— 
Why thus his old and fav'rite haunt forſake, 
Familiar to each ſecret dell and brake— 

The ſimple truth at once we fairly own— 

His ſubtleſt toils were in that covert known; 
The bufhes he had beaten o'er and o'er 

For ſome new quarry, but could ſtart no more 
Hence he reſolv'd a vain purſuit to yield, 

And abler ſportſmen left to range the field. 

_ Beſides, ſo many lenient trials paſt, 

Well might he fear to ſuffer there at laſt, 

At length to this dread Court he truſts his fate, 
Where mighty Critics fit in folemn ſtate : 
But, ſure that Candour will «fert her claim, 
He ſcorns to ſkulk beneath a borrow'd name 
And fince no bad intention ſway'd his mind, 
Whate'er the deed, it muſt indulgence find ; 
Nor ſhould a rigid ſentence drive him hence; 
For here, at leaft, it is his V offence, 
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SCENE e Gate of Mandeville Caſtle, and I icu 
of ſurrounding Country. 


Enter MANDEVILLE and ROBERT. 
RoBeERrT. 


Jor: J give you joy, Sir l- Once more wel- 
come to Mandeville Caſtle !--Look, Sir !—there 
ſands the old pile, juſt as we eſe it fourteen years 
ago ! Shall I knock at the gate ? 

-Mand. Loſe not a moment. [| Rob. knocks] 1 
have travelled far to have the myſtery unravelled ; 
and till I know why I have been thus treated 
why for three tedious years I have received no 
letter from my father—no tidings of my child 
the interval is inſuppor table! 


Rob. Pretty treatment, indeed, Sir! to bring 


f 10 gentlemen from India al 1 the woy from the 
fliores of Bengal to the 


coatt of Devonſhire—on!y 
to get an aniwer to our letters ! 

Mand. Didn't I write by every packet f—: egu- 
tarly remit half my pay for the ſupport of my 
daughter ?—And to receive no anſwer Ito hear 
nothing from my father, or Mrs. Rigid, the go- 
verueſs of my child? — What—what can be the 
motive 
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motive for their filence *—In India I have been 
guilty of no vices—no extravagance !—and if, be- 
fore I went, I involved myſelt in pecuniary em- 
barraſſments, was it not to ſerve a friend ? 

Rob. It was, Sir !—You became ſecurity for the 
ungrateful Mr. Howard; and becauſe he took it 
into his head to die, and leave you reſponſible for 
twenty thouſand pounds 

Mand. We were compelled to fly to India !— 
Well, well, blame not Howard; if he had lived, 
he would have proved himſelf deſerving of my 
friendſhip. But now, Robert, I am here once 
more in the centre of my creditors; and if mv 
father has forgotten me Knock again——the 
ſuſpenſe is dreadful ! 

Rob. [ knocks) Surely they are all run away, or 
drowned, or hanged Hanged !-—I beg pardon, 
Sir !—I only allude to the female part of the fa- 
mily; and I dare ſay many a fair neck has been 
twiſted in confequence of my abſence—Not come 
vet ! Nay : don't fret ſo, Sir; the worſt come to 
the worſt, we can but make the ſame exit we did 
this time fourteen years! 

Mand. How ? 

Rob, Can't you remember our ſtealing out of 
thoſe gates in diſguiſe ?—our being found out by 
the bailiffs, and dodging them ſo artfully from 
place to place, that by the time they had taken out 
a writ in one county we were ſafely perched in 
another; till at laſt, after having outwitted half 
the ſheriffs'-officers and attorneys in England, we 
ſecured our retreat by arriving at Portſmouth late 
on a Saturday night, and failing for India early on 
Sunday morning ! Ha! ha! ha! I ſhall never 
forget the Captain's ſmoking us, and after dinner 
giving for a toaſt, “ Succeſs to the Sunday men!“ 

Mand. Huſh ! who comes here /—Old Realize, 
my father's ſteward !—-Now we ſhall get iu forma- 


tion. —Obſerve! 


Kuter 


| 
l 
. 


A COMETD Ye II 


Enicrr REALIZE and CorsLE¹V. 


Neal. Don't talk to me, you old poacher | 
Hav'n't yon been repeatedly warned off Sir Solo- 
mon's manor, and didn't he himſelf fee you kill 
the hare on his grovnd? And therefore, at Sir 
<olomon's requeſt, I diſmiſs you from being game- 
keeper to the Mandeville manors, | 

Cop/. Conſider, conſider, Mr. Realize !—I am 
an old ſervant, and am as innocent of poaching— - 

Real, You were caught in the fact; and there- 
fore I diſmiſs you, and appoint in your place 

Robert comes up to him.] 

Rob. Me, Mr. Steward !—honeR Bob Tickwell! 
— Row are you, my old friend ?—how are you ?— 
Here we are, you ſee, hot from Bengal ! 

Real. Why, it can't be!—Yes: it is !—The 
long look'd-for come at laſt !—Huzza ! 

Mand. Realize, 1 am glad to ſee you. 

Heal. So am I to ſee you; and ſo will Sir Solo- 
mon; and ſo will all the neighbours. 

Nes. There !—I ſaid fo!—I knew we ſhould 
have a joyous welcome !—Come ! open wide the 
Caſtle gates, and prepare the wine—the veniſon— 

Real Open wide the priſon gates, and prepare 
the bread and water !-—-Mr. Mandeville [to Mand.], 
Sir, II trouble you for that two hundred pounds 
you owe me! 

Hob. Pſha !—this isn't a proper time 

Real, Where is my money, Sir ? 

Rob. Nonſenſe ! His father will ſatisfy you.-— 
Come—we'll all pav the old gentleman a viſit to- 
gether. [I. aying hold of Kealize's arm.] 

Real. Softly, maſter Robert. Lou may both go 
to the old gentleman as ſoon as you like; but, for 
me, I dou't intend to pay him a viſit theſe twenty 
years, 

Mand. No — Why, where is he? 

Real. Where, I can't exactly ſay—only I fancy 


you are about as far from him now as when yo 
were hot in Bengal, 


Mand, 
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Maud. What, is he gone abroad? 

Real. No; he's gone home he's dead !—de- 
funct !—-was buried twelve months ago! 

Maud. Dead !--my father dead !—1 didn't ex- 
pect this. |! Putting his handkerchief to his eyes.] 

Rob, No more did I, Sir—Oh! h! h! {weeping 
veolently. | 

Real. Why, what's the milkſop crving at ? 

| Reb. I'm crying to think what trouble old Mr. 
Mandeville's death will occaſion to my poor maſ- 
ter What a fatigue it will be to collect in all the 
rents—to pay his debts—to diſcharge you, and 
appoint me ſteward in your place—Qh! h! h 

Real. Indeed If that's all that afMicts you, dry 
up your tears, booby— Your maſter is diſinherited. 

Rob. Diſinherited! 

R-al. Cut off with a ſhilling !—Mr. Mandeville 
Nas left his whole eſtate to a woman. 

Rob. A woman Ob! the old profligate ! 

Real. To your child, Sir [7 Mandeville] —to his 
own grand- daughter! 

Mand. To Albina! 

Rob. Bravo: — Then i: comes to the ſame point 
my maſter of courſe inanages the property, and 
'm fteward ſtill. 

Real. There you're out again! I rather think 
Mrs. Rigid will manage the property. I rather | 
imagine the young Heireſs will be ruled by the old 
Governeſs; and as you've been no friend to her, 
Mr. Mandeville—— 

Hand. No friend to her !-—How ? 

Real. Nay : perhaps you may call it friendſhip 
to leave her to ſupport your daughter at her own 
expence ; perhaps you may call it friendſhip, not 
to write any letters, or remit any money, for threy 
years together, | 

Mand. Go on, Sir; let me know all. 

Real. Why then you may know, that Mrs, 
Rigid informed the late Mr, Mandeville of your 
unfatherlike conduct ; that he invited her and his 
grand-daughter to his houſe, and taking a fancy 
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to Miſs Albina, be made ber his heireſs. There, 
now you've heard the whole ſtory; and I ſhall 
call it friendſhip, if you'll pay me my two hun- 
dred pounds. 

Mand. Not write letters !—Not remit money 
-— Hear me, Sir. 

Real. Not now. The Heireſs is expected from 
Dover every moment, and I muſt go and prepare 
the Caſtle for her reception. Come along, Poach- 
er; come and deliver your keys to your ſucceffor 
I'll take out a writ directly, and he ſha'n't ſlip 
through my fingers a ſecond time [ide]. No 
more difguites, Mr. Mandeville No more Sunday- 
men, Mr. Steward. —“ Oh! what trouble will the 
old gentleman's death occaſion to my poor mal- 
ter!“ [ Mimicking Robert, and exit with Copſley at 
the Caſtle gate.) | 

Rob, Now all's out, Sir. No wonder at our not 
receiving anſwers, when they ſay we ſent no let- 
ters, Oh that diabolical Governeſs ! I always ſaid 
you were to blame, to place your only child under 
her care; particularly when you knew ſhe was 
once in love with you, and you refuſed her, and 
married her couſin, Miſs Herbert. 


Maud. Oh, name not her! It my Amelia had 


ſurvived, I ſhould not have been doomed unheard 1 
— Wha! deferted! difinherited Is this my wel- 
come home? Am to find a father dead, and dying 
tull of reſentment againſt me? a daughter preju- 
diced ! nay, perhaps curſing my very name, and 
this Governeſs Speak, Sir; juſtify your in- 
zured matter. | 
ob, I will with my life, Sir; but don't be ſa- 
tisfied with Realize's {tory : let us get information 
elſewhere. Yonder is the houfe of Sir Solomon 
Cynic. If the old gentleman hasn't fretted away 
his life by railing at the follies of womankind, 
perhaps he lives to conſole and befriend you. Shall 

we go to him, Sir? 
Maud. Take me where you will [Going, Hops]. 
B Robeit, 
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Robert, how old was Albina when we laſt jaw 
ner? 

R-5, About four years, Sir. 

Mad. And I left her in the fond hope, that ! 
anght one day find in her a recompenſe for the 
:01S of her mother! And now it I behold her, ſhe 
wil avoid—upbraid me! That thought is paſt all 
hearing. I'll know the worſt, and then my fate's 
dec:ded. They may deſert, but they ſhali not 
deſpiſe me! [ Excunt, 


SCENE -A Apartment in Sir SOLOMON's Houſe. 


Enter dir SOLOMON, followed by C1CELY. 


Sir $21, I tell you, it's in vain—your applicati- 
en's uſeleſs—your whole ſex is uſeleſs. 

Cic. Nay, Sir Solomon— 

Sir Sel. I tell you, women are of no uſe—none ! 
but to nurſe children, mend linen, make puddings, 
and beat their huſbands, 

Cic. But conſider, your Honour, the hare was 
killed by accident, not by deſign ; the dogs chaſed 
it into your grounds; and ] hope Mr. Realize 
won't diſmiſs my poor father 

Sir Sl. Keep off —keep within your magic circle 
I hav'n't been within the reach of a woman 
theſe twenty years; and you are the very laſt I'd 
ſuffer to come near me. I have often obſerved 
you in my walks—often noted your miſchievous 
{miles, your penetrating eyes, and I don't like 
them; J ſay, I don't like them; ſo keep your dit- 
tance. I] won't be made a fool of a ſecond time. 

Cic. A ſecond time, Sir Solomon! 

Sir Sol. Aye; I was once as much in love as 
Mark Antony, and like him I was deſerted by my 
Cleopatra. His queen choſe a mighty conqueror 
to be falſe with; but my Suſannah, my fantaſtic 
Suſannah, fixed her affections on a dancing-malter 
Ha Caperer! and ever ſince | have had ſuch a con- 


. tempt for the ſex— Cicely lays hold of his hand. |— 
. Holloa ! you touched me! I feel the ſhock—I'm 


electrified 
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electriſied I'm 
nas! 

Cic. If you would only pay a viſit to our cot- 
tage, and be eye-witnels to the diſtreſs you will 
occaſion ! Your nephew Mr, Howard has often 
been there; and if you would come and imitate 
his charitable conduct, I and my ſiſters would be 
ſo grateful—{ Still laying hold of his land.] 

Sir Sol. Your fiſters! Pooh! nonſenſe ! what 
ſhould I do amongſt a parcel of young giddy, romp- 
ing Hark'ye ! are all your fiſters as handſome 
as yourſelf ? 

Cic. Handſome ! How you flatter, Sir Solo- 
mon | 

Sir Sol. I don't—You're the moſt lovely, moſt 
bewitching—Suſannah was a dowdy to you! Look 
bere, now—look at the omnipotence of Love! a 
man is never ſecure from its influence; and if he 
lives independent of the fex til] he is fo old and 
decrepid that he cannot ſtir from his bed, yet then, 
even then, he may fall a victim to its power. 

Cic. *Tis Mr. Howard !—Now Fil afk him to 
intercede for me. 

Sir Sed. Howard? -o it is! and ſomebody with 
him Go—don't let us be ſeen together ll 
come to the cottage ſoon after ſun-ſet ; and if the 
hare was really killed by accident Huſh !—be- 
gone no careſhng—we'l] reſerve all that for by 
and by Cicely exit.]—$So, I have once more the 
true Mark Antony feel. 


W hat ſweet lips the gipſy 


Enter MANDEVILLE and Ho WAA. 


Sir Sol. Hark'ye, George! don't let me hear of 
your paying any more vifits at the gamekeeper's 
cottage—if I do, a certain young lady ſhall know 
of your inconftancy—your—{ Sees Maud.] — Ha 
who's that? 

Howard. A ſtranger, Sir, that. 

Sir Sol. Stranger! — Why, it's Mandeville 
that profligate Mandeville! — What brought you 

B 2 from 
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from India, Sir? And after what has paſſed, how 
dare you ſhew your face in my houſe? 

Mand, How '—You againſt me tool—- what have 
I done? 

Sir Sol. What have you not done, Sir? Hav'n't 
you deſerted your own. child? Hav'n't you left 
the Governeſs to maintain her at her own ex- 
pence ? 

Mand. Tis falſe : on my life, 'tis falſe !— 
wrote letter after letter—made repeated remittan- 
ses; till, receiving no avtwer, and unable to en- 
dure ſuch torturing ſuſpente, I came at all hazards 
o England, to knew- why I was fo harſhly treat- 
3 

Sir Sol. And now you know that your father has 
made Albina his heireſs—that ſhe is ſhortly to be 
married to Mr, Veritas—to this gentleman's tutor, 
Sir. And you may alfo know, that I expect you 
inſtantly to diſcharge the late Mr. Howard's debt 
for twelve hundred pounds, 

Howard. Mr. Howard's debt !-—my father's ? 

Sir Scl. Yes, Sir: Mr. Mandeville was his ſure- 
th. I have his bond; and had he behaved as he 
dughit, I'd have died rather than have aiked him 
tor it; but now 


Eiter a SERVANT in Ave V. 


Serv. Sir, Mi(s Albina and her Governeis are 
this moment arrived at the Caſtle. 

Sir Sol. Are they? T'il wait upon them directly. 
Mr. Mandeville, don't expect to fee your daugh- 
ter; for, till the is married to the Tutor, Mrs. 
Rivid means to {eclude her from all ociety.— A: d 
for y Ou, George Howard, YOu m iſt not afſociatc 
with a man of his character. Though your fa- 
ther behaved ill to him, remember you are not 
reſponſible for his ingratitude,- Now for the Caſ- 
tle—next for the Cottage, and thea— All for Love, 
or the World well laſt. [Exil. 


Maud. 
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Mand, Then all's confirmed; and I've no hope 
—no friend !—What's to be done—W hither ſhall 
I go ?—where fly? — Who will receive ſo loſt a 
wretch as I am?—Purſued by enemies—abandoned 
by a father—forſaken by my child ! who will, 
who dare befriend me ? 

Howard. I will. 

Mand. You | 7 | 

Howard. You have forgot me, Mr. Mandeville 
I ſee you have—You don't recolle& George How- 
ard, whom when a boy you uſed to take ſuch no- 
tice of—I'm ſtrangely altered ſince you went to 


India—that is, in perſon only, I hope; for in 


mind and diſpoſition I am ſtill the ſame. 

Mand. Are you? 

Howard. Oh Mr. Mandeville! I don't know 
why—whether it is from the joy at ſeeing you, or 
trom the grief I feel at the cruel treatment you've 
received—[ don't know which it is—but I'm go- 
ing to be the ſame blubbering boy you left me, 

Aland. Indeed !—"Sdeath ! this generoſity af- 
fiifts me more than all their cruelty Let me go 
—] heard your uncle's orders“ You muſt not 
allociate with a man of his character.“ Let me 
begone, I will not involve you. . 

Howard. Not involve me! Didn't my father in- 
volve you? And if I've not the fortune to repay 
the obligation, I'll prove I have the gratitude to 
remember it. From this hour I am devoted to 
your ſervice: and if the friendſhip of the ſon can 
atone for the injuries of the parent, I ſhall be far 
happier in partaking your diſtreſles than in ſharing 
my unfeeling uacle's riches. 

; Mand. I am moſt grateful ; but I cannot con- 
ent | 

Howard, You muſt—you ſhall conſent !—Come, 
come your caſe is not fo loſt as you imagine. 
The Governeſs isn't the only perſon who has an 
influence over your daughter—there 1s another— 

Mand. Who? This Tutor ? 


B 3 Howard. 
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Howard, No; his Pupil. I Satter myſelf Albi- 
na has no ſlight partialjty for her father's friend. 

Mand. For you! How, and where, did you 
know her ? 

Howard. I'II tell you. When I and my Tutor 
arrived from the grand tour, we found Albina and 
the Governeſs at Dover. Mr, Veritas and Mrs. 
Rigid being related, we often paid them viſits ; 
and while the ſchoolmaſter and ſhoolmiftreſs mo- 
raliſed on the miſeries of the world, their two 
ſcholars as naturally converſed on its pleaſures. 
In ſhort, we ſoon laughed ourſelves into an at- 
tachment ; which the Governeſs perceiving, Al- 
bina was locked up, I turned out, and the Tutor 
deſtined for her huſband. | 

Mand. Indeed !—And did ſhe forgive my 
weakneſs, Sir—did ſhe once name her father? 

Howard. Often: but the Governeſs has inſtilled 
into her young mind ſuch notions of your barba- 
Tity, and at the ſame time of her own benevolence, 
that ſhe looks on her az a parent ; you as an ene- 
my. However, don't Jefpair=—if we can once 
gain an interview - And what ſay you? Shall we. 


go to the Caſtle directly? 


Maud. Twill be in vain, The gates will be 
Mut againſt us. 

Howard. Never mind: we'll. force them open. 
Come, 

Mand. Nay : but conſider you are dependent on 
your uncle, 

Howard, No matter. The hope that the name of 
Howard may ſtill be dear to him, who now has fo 
much cauſe to curſe it, makes me fuyerior to all 
ſelfiſh thoughts. 

Mand. Is it poſſible ? You that have had a fa- 
ſhionable education! you that have been ſchooled 
in all the arts of modern ſoppery, and foreign 
folly ! you, to be the only one to pity or befriend 
me 

Howard. Why, the fact is, they tried hard to 
ſpoil me; but I wouldn't let them—they ſent * 


ra 
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all over the Continent, before l'd been half over 
England; taught me foreign languages, before I knew 
my own; inſtructed me how to pick my teeth all 
the morning in Bond-ſtreet ; yawn all night at the 1 
Opera. But I was a bad ſcholar, Mr. Mandeville : | 
and the ſatisfaction I feel at this moment proves 1 | 
did right to educate myſelf. —Now then for Albina 

They may have perverted my head; but I aſſure you | 
they hav'n't corrupted my heatt, [ Exeunt.. | 


END OF ACT I. 
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. 
9ICENE—.1 modern Apartment in the Cafite, 
Enter VERITAS and Mrs. Rico. 


Mrs. Rigsd. 
Yr S, yes: Albina already thinks me the beſt of 


women, and ſhall ſoon believe that you are the firſt 
of men. 

Ver. Granted—But about Howard——ls ſhe as 
fond of him as ever ? 

Mrs. Rigid, No; ſhe don't like him half fo well 
as ſhe did. Ever fince he left Dover, I have been 
undermining him, and extolling you; and in proof 
of my argument, Sir Solomon has juſt told her of 


Howard's intimacy with a gamekeeper's daughter. 
Fhbis has rouſed her jealouſy—her indignation, | 


Per, Indeed | 
Mrs. Rigid. Yes; and as he has now lolt her affec- 
tions 
Ver. I may ſoon win them — Bravo, Maſter Ve- 
ritas . Vou're lord and maſter of ten thouſand a- 
ear 


Mrs. Rigid. Ten thouſand ?—Heyday ! Have you 


forgot our agreement? Pleaſe to recollect, that on 
the day of your marriage with Albina I am to re- 
ceive half! 

Ver. Half ? 

Mrs. Rigid. 'To be ſure. What other motive 
could I have for getting Mandeville difinherited ? 
Did not Albina gain the property through my ma- 
nagement ? Did not I make a dupe of the grand- 
father ? 

Ver. You did. 

Mrs. Rigid. And why do I give you my intereſt ? 
— Why do I ſele& you for my huſband ? Why, but 
becauſe you are to give me a moiety ? N 

er. 
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Ver. Granted, We'll divide the fortune—and 

thus I ſeal the bargain—thus with a righteous kiſs. 

Mrs. Rigid. | Drawing back.) How! Is the man 
out of his ſenſes ? Don't you recollet— 

Ver. I d0.—1 beg pardon—You're for the Pla- 
tonic, 

Mrs. Rigid. I am for the Platonic ſyſtem, Sir, and 
hitherto I have not ſuffered my lips to be profaned by 
man !— Never, Sir —Not ſo much from fear of the 
conſequences to myſelf, as from the danger in which 
it might involve all mankind. | 

Ver. That's true philanthropy, Mrs. Rigid ; and 
the longer you perſevere in your ſyſtem, the more 
our ſex will be obliged to you —Ha! Here comes 
Albina !—Pray, is ſhe alſo for the Platonic ? 

Mrs. Rigid. Sweet little innocent | She has bard- 
ly ſenſe enough to diſcriminate one paſſion from auo- 
ther.- She is the moſt artleſs, lively, tender-hearted 
creature! Look at her, couſin—only. eighteen ! 


Enter ALBINA. 


Alb. Oh, Governeſs! I have been all over the 
Caſtle, looking at the rooms—the pictures the 
Seeing Veritas, fhe flops. ] | 

Mrs. Rigid, *Tis Mr. Veritas. You ſaw him at 
Dover, vou know, 

Ab. So I did; he was there at the ſame time Mr. 
Howard was.—Oh, Lerd! I'm ſo happy to fre 
you, Sir !--I am indeed! 

Ver. Granted. She loves me! 
Poor Howard! {| Afide to Mrs. Rigid.) 

Alb. That 1 am, becauſe now I ſhall hear ſeme- 
thing about Mr. Howard. {To Veritas] Pray, Mr. 
Tutor—firſt we'll talk of his looks, if you pleaſe— 
is he as handſome now ?—as charming as ever? 

Mrs. Rigid. For ſhame, Albina !—After what 
von have juſt heard from Sir Solomon, how can you 
condeſcend to name him? Did not he tell you (ef 48 
his paſſion for a game-keeper's daughter? 44 

Alb, 9 


Poor pupil! 
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A. He did; but- 

Mrs. Rigid. What, Miſs ? 

Alb, That paſſion may be only Platonic, you 
know, Governels ! 

Mrs. Rigid. Look'ye : let me hear no more of 
Mr. Howard! If you mention his name again, I' 
reſort to my old mode of puniſhment— I'll ſhew you 
I have not forgot the art of locking up, Miſs, 

Alb. There now! I thought it would come to 
this! The owner of this immenſe caſtle will paſs 
moſt of her days in one of the cloſets ! 

Mrs. Rigid. No murmuring !—but go directly 
with this worthy man—walk with him to fee the park 
—the plantations. 

Alb Well, ſince it muſt be ſo, -come, Mr.— 
Worthy. | 

Ver. [ Afide to Albina.] Mum! I am not what I 
ſeem — When we're alone I'll communicate. —Couſin, 
we take our leave. 

Alb. Madam, good day ! [ Going] 

Enter Sir $0LOWON. 

Alb. Oh, Sir Solomon! You're the very perſon 
I wanted to ſee.— Do you know, there's an old man 
in the hall, who ſays he was ſervant to my grandfa- 
ther thirty years; and now, becauſe his dogs killed 
a hare on your grounds, that he is diſmiſſed from his 
place, and he and his family muſt ſtarve! - Dear! 
If all your game is purchaſed at fo high a price, I 
wonder you're not choaked ! 


Mrs. Rigid. Go where | ordered you, Miſs. Sir 


Solomon and J have buſineſs. 

Alb. And, Sir Sir Solomon! How came you to 
trouble yourſelf about Mr. Howard's love- affairs? — 
I tell you wWhat—!l believe you're a great poacher; 
and if I catch you ſnaring any game on my manor— 

Mrs. Rigid. Begone, Miſs !— Begone directly 

Alb, Well: I'm going, Governeſs—l'm going. 
Come, Mr. Tutor ; and if we meet that poor old 
man by the way, I'll tell him he may kill all the game 
on my eſtate; and if that won't keep lus family 

from 
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from ſtarving, I'll bid him ſhoot all Sir Solomon's ! 
| have plenty of money, and I cant diſpoſe of it 
better than in proteRing an old favourite of him who 
gave it me Come—good bye. 

[ Veruas and Albina exeunt. 

Zir Sol. Um !—There's the fex—There's true 
woman | 

Mrs. Rigid. T muſt watch her—her diſpoſition al- 
ters with her fortune. But, Sir Solomon, now we're 
alone, what is the ſecret you promiſed to communi- 
cate to me ? | | 

Sir Fol. I'll tell you— Mandeville is arrived — I've 
ſeen him. e 

Mrs. Rigid. Seen Mandeville! 

Sir Sol. Not half an hour ago—— He is now in 
ſearch of his daughter. 

Mis. Rigid. Mandeville come home - Mercy 
What ſhall we do? Why, if he once gets hold of 
her, he ll perſuade her to pay bis debts- trick her 
out of the whole fortune! 

Sir Sol. Iknowit. He's a ſad profligate; and 
th.refore do you lock up Albina, and I' lock up 
Mandeville. We'll keep them apart, till ſhe has got 
a huſband to protect her. VU go directly, and order 
Realize to take out a writ. 

Mrs. Rigid. Will you? 

Sir Sal. I will, —Odſhheart !—it was the wiſh of 

my life that Howard ſhould marry Albina; but his 
attachment to other women ſhews he 1s not worthy 
her affections; and his now affociating with her fa- 
ther, proves he would wafte every ſhilling of the 
property Therefore, the ſooner ſhe marries Mr. 
Veritas, the better. Adieu! 
up. 
Mrs. Rigid. I won't loſe a moment. Ah, Sir 
Solomon ! If Mr. Howard had copied the example 
of his uncle !—If, like you, he had never aſſociated 
with profligate men, or low-bred women ! You 
would not have fixed your affeQtions on a game- 
keeper's daughter? 


Go and lock her 


Sir 
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Sir Sol. Me !—Lord help you !—How could you 
fuppoſe ſuch a thing? [ Confu/ed.] |, ; 
Mrs. Rigid. I don't ſuppoſe it. I know ſhe is 


too unpoiiſhed—too iliterate— 


Sir Sol. Pſha! She's too young too too every 
thing! No, Mrs. Rigid, if ever I again becom 
a flave to the tender paſſions, I ſhould ſelect a wo- 
man of your time of life—a woman of experience 
——=Your young things take no pains to pleaſe a 
man ; they rely on their youth and beauty : but 


your middle-aged woman—ſhe is ſo induſtrious !— 


ſhe dreſſes at you, talks at you, glances at you 
—Oh ! Time makes women wonderfully dextrous 
in the art of love 

( Exeunt. Mrs. Rigid ogling Sir Solomon 


— — — — 
SCENE -A Garden. 


Enter VERITAS and ALBIN A. 


Ver. Ha! ha! ha I told you { was not what 
] ſeemed. It was very well to put on the matk of 
learning, and gravity before Sir Solomon and Mrs, 
Rigid ; but now I'll pull it off now II ſhew you 
my real character !—Bleſs you !—-Pm an honeit 
fellow !—I'm a choice ſpirit—a buck of the firſt 
water! 

Alb. And pray, Sir, what made a man of your 
gaiety become an uſher * | | 

Ver. You ſhall hear: I finiſhed my fortune 
before I finiſhed my education. At Weſtminſter 
School I found I could keep a curricle ; at Oxford 
I found I could keep a pack of hounds ; and in 
London J found I could not keep myſelf, 


So not wiſhing ſo much talent ſhould remain in 
obſcurity, I ſet up for Tutor, in order to diſperſe 
my knowledge amongſt the riſing generation. 

Alb, Upon my word, the riſing generation is 
very much obliged to you. 


Fer. 


YOu want me not ty lee Me. Howard 
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Fer. Nay: if I have not done much good, T 


have done little harm; for with all my follies, of 


this you may be afſured—l1 never did right without 
rejoicing at it, or wrong without 938 it. 
This is my hiftory. And now to apply my talents 


to the right purpoſe to love ! — Here's Mrs. 
Rigid, ' 


Enter Mrs, Ri61p, 


Mrs. Rigid. Couſin, a word Tate Veritas afide.] 
Mandeville is retartied from India: he and How- 


ard are now in ſearch of Albina ; and if an inter- 


view takes place we are undone, Go; and if you 


and Mandeville, give notice to Realize, and he'll 
arreſt him inſtantly, 


Ver. Arreſt him ? 

Mrs. Rigid. To be ſure. What does the man 
ſtare at? Have you any objection? 

Fer. Why, I think, when a gentleman comes a 
long journey— 

Mrs, Rigid. Well, Sir ? 

Yer. That a ſpunging. houſe is a bad ſort of inn 
to put up at! | 

Mrs. Rigid, How! are you only half a finner ? 
Do you repent our bargain ? Mighty well, 
Sir! mighty well! A fine girl and five thouſand a 
year isn't likely long to wait a hutband Others 
may be found, Sir 

Fer, Granted, —Others may be found ; and 
tive thouſand a-year is not to be deſpiſed. Beſides, 
[ that! make amends by making her a good huſband. 
So L' ſwallow my ſcruples, and go directly.— 
Coutn, your ſervant Yonn—\Mifs Albina, adieu 

Exit. 

Mts, Rigid. Albina, I beg you will nas ac- 

company me to the Cattle; aud, tor feaſons which 


I will hereafter explain to you, I inuſt requeſt you 


to live in private acithec to bay nor receive 
viſits. 


Alb. Lord! I know your reaſons well enough ; 


Well 
U do 
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do love him, that's the truth on't: but if he don't 
love me, what can I do, you know? No! 1 
had rather not ſee him "twill remind me of 
paſt happineſs ; and if he be be ſhut out from me, 
the more private I hve the better. Come, I'll 
think of bim no more. 

Mrs. Rigid. Spoke like a girl of proper pride 
and exalted ſpirit! Now all's ſafe ! [ As they 
are going, Howard enters.) 

Howard. So! T've found you at laſt, Albina !— 
called at the Caſtle, and the ſervants told me they 
nad orders from Doctor Buſby not to admit me.— 
1 beg pardon, Mrs. Rigid I didn't allude to you 
Il didn't mean to call you Doctor Buſby. 

Mrs. Rigid, None of your inſolence, Sir 
Aibina is no more willing to be troubled with your 
company than I am, 

Howard. Isn't ſhe? 

Mrs. Rigid. No:——you may hear your diſmiſ- 
ſal from her own mouth. Speak, child; repeat 
to him what you imparted to me this moment! 

Alb. I can't. Do you ſpeak for me! 

Mrs. Rigid. Repeat it, I tell you: fhew him you 
don't care for him: ſay you are all gaicty and 
cheerfulneſs. Say ſo, I inſiſt. 

Alb. Sir! Sir! I am all gaiety and cheerfulneſs ! 
I'm fo happy that—Oh ! Oh! Oh] [Burfts into 
tears. ] I ſhall break my heart—that's what 1 ſhall: 

Howard. So! This is a new mode of being 
cheerful ! 

Mrs. Rigid. Ideot | baby! call forth your pride: 
remember your rank——your fortune! 

Alb. Fortune! What's the uſe of it, while an- 
other is heireſs to his affections? If the gamekeep- 
er's daughter will give me his heart, I'm ſure I'll 
give her my eſtate, Oh! Mr, Howard! {Going 
up to him.] PG 

Mrs. Eigid. [ Laying hold of ler.] Thnsasn't to 
be borne ! Come with me this moment! ——Stand 
aut of the way, Sir ! Come, I command you, 


Howard. 


0 
1 
1 
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Howard. Hold! | Detaining Albina.] It isn't on 
my own account I thus rudely detain yon: 'tis on 
your father's, 


Alb. My father's | 

Howard, He is arrived from Indla, unfortunate 
man is now in the neighbourhood. 

Alb. Is he? We'll go to him directly. Come, 
Governeſs, | 

Mrs. Rigid. Go to him! Are you mad? Why, 
he®ll aſk you to pay all his debts. 

Alb. No, he won't: for 1'll offer it long before he 
can alk me. Come. 

Mrs. Rigid. Have a care: don't go near him: I 
know him to be ſo unprincipled, and ſo deſperate, 
that if you refuſe to give him up your fortune, I 
ſhouldn't be ſurpriſed f he threatened ; nay, actually 
took away your life, 

Alb. Took away my life! Well! he gave it me, 
you know, Governeſs; and as to the fortune, that 
certainly ought to have been his. However, as I 
never did, nor ever will difobey you, I'll tell yon 
how we'll accommodate matters: Mr. Howard will 
be kind enough to ſay that you won't allow me to 


fee him; but that, as to money—Lord ! he may 
have what he likes. 


Mrs. Rigid. What he likes? 

Alb. Aye: bid him draw for a good round ſum at 
once—fifty thouſand to begin with. And if that 
won't do 

Howard, Oh! fiſty thouſand will do very well for 
a beginning! Won't it, Doctor? 

Mrs. Rigid, Hear me, Albina. Would you undo 
yourſelf, and abandon me? I, who have nurſed you, 
reared you, doted on you ? I, who have been a mo- 
ther when he proved no father? Go, ungrateful 
girl! give all to him who forſook you, and leave her 
who cheriſhed you to ſtarve, and dic in a prilon, 

Alb. Die in a priſon | Leave my kind, good Go- 
verneſs to die in a priſon ?—Oh, Lord! 1 can't bear 
the thought of it ! 1 Rigid æuerpe.] Nay, don't 
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cry ſo—ſpeak to me pray ſpeak—Dear ! What was 
it ſhe ſaid, Mr. Howard ? 

Howard. She laid you'd better give me the fifty 
thouſand directly. 

Mrs. Rigid. Millions cannot ſave a man ſo extra- 
vagant as Mr. Mandeville This was your grand- 
father's opinion; and he left you the eftate ſolely to 
prevent his waſting it ; and now would you fly in the 
face of your benefactor? And for what? Only be- 
cauſe a faithlefs lover takes the part of a ſelfiſh pa- 
rent, who, till you became affluent, never thought 
or enquired after you. 

Alb. That's very true. . 

Ile ward. It's not—it's falſe, 

Als. ] know better, Sir! But for this good wo- 
man, I might have ſtarved, and I'm bound to fulfil 
the intentions of my dear grandfather; and there- 
fore Don't take on ſo, my dear Governeſs, and 
I'll fellow your advice in every thing—Don't keep 
twitching me, Mr. Howard! -I!“ ſhall do whatever 
ſhe orders me. 

Howard. You will, will you? 

Alb, Yes: I act diflerently from you, Sir— al- 
ways obey my tutor, and 1 won't— 

Howard, And you won't ſkip z taſk, or go out of 
bounds, for fear of being whipped ! hah !--Oh the 
good child! Oh the pretty Miſs Albina ! ſhe ſhall 
have cakes and toys, and — Look'ye—give over 
this child iſi nonſenſe, and go with me to the game- 
keeper's cottage. 

Alb. The game-keeper's cottage ? 

Howard. | Taking hold of her hand.) There your 
father is concealed ; I left him under the care of 

Copſley's daughter, one of the Eindeſt, belt diſ- 
poſed 

Alb. ¶ Tating away her Band.] Go, Sir I'm fa- 
tisſied, and I hate you—othat's what 1 do—T hate 
you more than ever I loved you—Come, Governeſs. 


Howard. Why, Albiua ?-Why 3 
| Alb 


7 
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Alb, J have as much pride as yourſelf, Sir and 
ſince you treat me with indifterence, I ſhall treat 
you with ſcorn--with ſcorn, Sir Come, Ma- 

am. 

Howard, Sdeath What have I ſaid? 

Mrs. Rigid. Quite enough, Sir o to your dar- 
ling ruſtic—go to your dear Mr. Mandeville; and, 
by way of conſolation, tell him that if ever you 
poſſeſs an eſtate — 

Howard, If ever I do, Madam, he ſhall have it 
all. And T1] give it him, not fo much from mo- 
tives of benevolence, as of prudence; ſince I per- 
ceive that money can transform the moſt liberal 
to the moſt ſelfiſiñ; and ſhe who, without a for- 
tune, was all innocence, tenderneſs and affection, 
is, in affluence, ſuſpicious, credulous, avd unfeel- 
ing— Farewell — Mandeville has a child ſtill; for, 
while you are a flave to a Governeſs, Fll be a fon 
to Jour Father! | 

rs. Rigid. This is your reſolution, is it? 

Howard. It is, moſt potent, grave, and reverend 
Doctor! | [ Exit. 

Mrs, Rigid. Now, Albina, look at the advan- 
tages of a good education——How contemptible 
was Howard's conduct !- How noble yours 
Continue to behave thus, and you ſhall be indulg- 
ed in every thing. 

Alz. Ah! I wiſh you would indulge me, Gover- 
neſs— There is a favour— 

Mrs. Rigid. Is there? Name it! 

Alb. Why, you already think me a good girl; 
but if I could be quite poſitive about Mr. Howard's 
inconſcancy, I ſhould be the very beſt girl in the 
Whole world. | 

Mrs. Rigid. What! do you ſtill doubt? 

Alb. How can I help it? How can I think fo 
meanly of him, or myſelf, as to ſuppoſe he would 
prefer a girl that's lIjke———in ſhort, that I dare 
ſay is as unlike me as you are to Doctor Buſby ?—- 
Come now, as he's gone to the cottage, do let me 
follow him and be convinced, 
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Mrs. NRigid. Follow him? 

Alb, Why not? Look'ye ; you and Sir Solomon 
Ay he is guilty, Very well! If I find him ſo, V1 
rare; to marry the Steward, the Parſon, or the 
— 4 Gentleman — any, or all of them, if you 

ike. 

Mrs. Rizid. There's no doubt of his guilt, and 
this may complete her averſion ; therefore I'll let 
her go. [ Alide.] Well! on theſe conditions, I've 
no objection. But how will you contrive ? 

Alb. Oh! he ſha'n't know me— I'll put on ano- 
ther dreſs. | 

Mrs. Rigid. Another dreſs ? 8 

Alb. Tes: I'Il ditguiſe myſelf as the Little Red 
Riding Hood, Little John, Little Pickle, or any 
other impudent character Come !—we'll ſettle 
that as we go along: and if 1 find him innocent, 
why, you ſhall have one-half the eſtate; my father 
the other; and L and Mr. Howard will live and. 
tlie in the cottage, or any other retired ſpot you 
chooſe to point out for us, I Exeunt. 


„ 
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SCENE —Vieu of an open Country River--(Cotiage 
al a diſtance, &c. 


Ester MANDEVILLE and HOYW ARD. 


Map. 
Nav ; nay : blame not Albina! Blame the Go- 


verneſs. a 

Howard. Not blame her — Oh! if T look, or 
ſpeak, or liſten, or 'Sdeath ! you dont't know 
Flf the fatal conſequences of her unfilial conduct! 
—Sir Solomon has ordered Realize to arreſt you: 
he and bailiffs are now in ſearch of you ; and, un- 
leſs you can inſtantly raiſe two thouſand pounds, 
you'll be impriſoned ! 

Mand. Well: I am reſigned. 


Howard. So am not J. I hate a gaol; and as 1 


muſt follow you wherever you go, pray let us keep 
in the open air as long as we can. The fact is, 
there is no ſtaying here without paying your cre-" 
ditors; therefore let's adjourn to London.—There 
we may do as we like. 

Mand. Do as we like? 

Howard. Aye: few people think of paying there. 
Why, if every man in London were to be arreſted 
for the money he owed Mercy on us —-there'd 
be more priſons than carriages; more bailiffs than 
torſes ; and men of faſhion and daſhing citizens 


would be the two rareft commodities to be met 


with! Oh! when a man is in debt, the Capital is 


the place to lie ſnug in! Therefore let's begone di- 


rectly, Stop though Have you any caſh 


Aand. Not a guinea, Out of my pay as an offi- 
cer, I could hardly ſave money enough to land me 


in my native country. 
Howard. And I have not a ſhilling !—And here 
we are two hundred miles from Hyde Park Cor- 
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ner, without two hundred pence to take us there! 
What's to be done? Will Sir Solomon advance? 
Not a halfpenny ?—Will the Tutor? Not a far- 
thing — Will Realize? 

Mand, The Steward! lle wouldn't give half 
a crown to fave both our lives. 

Howard. Not half a crown to fave our lives! 
Come—come—you wrong him there—lI'm ſure 
he'd give more to ſave mine. 

Mand, More to fave yours !—From what mo— 
tive? From benevolence ? 

Howard, No: from ſelf-intereſt, He has an an- 
nuity on my life. The day I loſe my exiſtence, he 
loſes a hundred a year; and though he wouldn't 

ive a doit to fave me from perdition, I think 
he'd pay half a crown to , preſerve his annuity.— 
Look — here he comes !-—-And now I think on't; 
ſuppoſe 1 try to get our travelling expences out of 
him? — He is always enquiring after my health, 
and 

Mand. I underſtand. I'Il get out of the way. 

Howard, Do. Retire behind thoſe trees Mum! 
— Obſerve,—-{ Mandeville goes behind trees.] 


Enter REALIZE. 


Real. So—T've drawn out my forces to the beſt 
advautage—Two of my officers are in ambuſh near 
the 7% iſ are reconnoitring on the London 
road—and two——Ha! Mr. Howard! How d'ye 
do, Mr. Howard ? | 

Howard, Hem ! [ Coughing, and fiuffing his land- 
herchief into his mouth. | 

Real. Have you ſeen any thing of Mandeville? 
Ave two writs out againſt him—one on my own 
account; the other on Sir Solemon's; and if you'll 
tell me where he is Howard coghs loudly ]—Why, 
what's the matter with you?: That's an ugly 
cough. a 

Howard. Ugly It's frightful it's cm ! 
ob, Mr. Realize, I'm very ill! 


Real, 
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Real. III !—You were very wel} yeſterday, and 
the day before, and every day ſince you came from 
your travels, 

Howard, That's it. I didn't mention it before, 
Mr. Realize, fer fear of diſtreſſing you; but, dur- 
ing my travels Ough! ou! ou! [ Coughing U10- 
tently] 1 flept in the Pontine marſhes ; and the 
peſtiferous dews ſo inflamed my lungs, that ever 
lince Hoop! oop! [Carghing] I ſhall dir, that's 
certain, 

Real. Die i—Impoſlible '—Die I've an annu- 
ity on his life — Oh! curic thoſe Pontine marſhes ! 


Howard. It's all. Sir Solomon's fault. If he'd let 


me follow the doctor's advice, ] ſhould fave my 
life, and you your annvuty, But avarice, Mr, — 
Ava Jop! — hem Im a dead man | 

Real. You're not! Now, pray live! I] take it 
as a favour if you live \—My dear Mr. Howard, 
what did the doctor preſcribe ; ? 

Howard, Change of air, and Briſtol waters, 

Real. Briſtol waters ! 

Howard. Yes, Sir: and becauſe I can't raiſe mo- 
ney to take me there O op! becauſe Sir Solomon 
won't advance a few pounds 

Real. I'm to loſe @ hundred a year. Ob! the 
hard-hearted ſavage! Why, I'd e give the 
money myſelf. I will. Here, Mr. Howard, [ Taking 
eut a purſe] I was always of a humane diſpoſition, 
and ſo here's thirty Hold though': Are you 
fure the Briſtol waters will cure you? 

Howard. Certain. The detergency of the at- 
moſphere; the abſorbency of th» chalvbeate ; the 
ponderofity of— Hau cConvulſed! 
Support me — Lay bo it convulſions, 
he lays hold of the lane Nralise has the 

purſe. I— So- Let me. — 17 er hes 


ir hank'ye. Takes away! h, and te he with 


it. 

2 5 Better — Gad! no wonder at it. The 
doſe you've taken is more likely to do you good 
than detergency, abſorbency, or all the e actors an 

| 229thecaries 
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apothecaries in Europe! However, a hundred per 
annum is worth thirty pounds, or the devi's in it! 
So keep it, and goad bye to you. Hark'ye, though; 
if you fee Mandeville, don't ſay I've placed bailitfs 
on the London road. 


Floward, I won't. Good bye. I hope I ſhall 
mend, for your fake, Mr. Realize. 

Real. I hope you will. But if you do not, it 
you find you grow worſe, write me word you are 
coming home full of health and ſpirits, and I'll go 
directly to Sir Solomon, talk of the goodneſs of 
your life, and ſell him the annuity at a premium! 
That will be puniſhing him for his ſtingineſs, and 
paying me for the doſe of phyſic I've given you. 

arewell! Keep yourſelf warm, and ſucceſs to the 
Briſtol waters! Oh! curſe thoſe Pontine marſhes | 
Exit. 

Howard. Oh! bleſs them! I ſay. Ha! ha! ha! 
I'm cured of my cough now Hem! [Clearing 
himſelf.) Come forth, Mr. Mandeville [Mandeville 
re- enters I Come and congratulate your friend on 


the recovery of his health. Look—Will you go 
to Briſtol ? ; 


Mand. No: to London. 

Hotuard. Not yet; there are enemies on the 
road. We muſt wait till the purſuit is over; and, 
as I know no ſafer place than Copfley's cottage, 
let's return there inſtantly, Let us go fit aud rail 


at the Governeſs and Albina. 


Mand. Never. I muſt till think ſhe is my 
daughter, and hope the time may come when (he 
will imitate her mother's virtues. Oh, Howard ! 
you ſhould have known Amelia: ſhe had a heart 


as generous as your own—like you, ſhe gave up all 
for a diftreſſed—unhappy 


Howard. Nay : no more melancholy, now, Mr. 
Mandeville. How can a man talk of diſtreſs, when 
he ſees he can raiſe thirty pounds the moment. he 
wants it? A flight cough and a ſhort convulſion. 
will be at any time a Bank-note „ for 

ttage; and aver a jug of © opfley's 
the cottag Jug 8 3 
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October, let us drink * Confuſion to our enemies 


and the Pontine marſhes, 2:4 ſucceſs to ourſelves 


and the Briſtol waters!” [| Holding up a purſe, and 


excunt, 
SCENE— 4 forward Landſcape. 


Enter AENA in the Uniform of a Lieutenant of the 
| Navy, Mrs. RiciD, aud Realize. 


Mrs. Rigid. We won't detain you a moment, Mr, 
Steward. Only ſhew us the way to Copſley's cot- 
tage, and you may return to your purſuit of Man- 
deville. This young gentleman, Mr. Herbert 

Real. Herbert! Pray is this one of the late Mrs. 
Mandeville's nephews ? 

Alb. T am, Sir. I am the firſt coufin of Miſs Al- 
bina, Sir—of that much wronged and moſt beautiful 
creature, Sir, I am lately come from ſea, and have 
been in ſo many fiery engagements, that I don't 
know whether I am alive or dead, Sir ! 

Real. Po! po! Nonſenſe | [Puts on his ſpectaclet, 
and looks cloſe at Albina.] You been in fiery engage- 
ments! Pooh ! | 

Mrs. Rigid. Come, come; Mr. Realize is too 
well acquainted with every part of the family to be 
impoſed upon; and therefore we may as well truſt 
Lim at once. It is Albina ! She has put on this diſ- 
cruiſe, to detect Mr. Howard in his love-affair with 
the Game-keeper's daughter. | 

Ab. Yes, Sir; with that little coarſe, tann'd— 
Shew us the way, Sir— I know Mr. Howard is now 
at the cottage. 

Real. Do you? That's very good. Love-affair 


t00 !—Ha! ha! I wiſh you could prove your words, 
Alb, Why, Sir? 


Real. Becauſe it would have ſaved me thirty 


nounds, Why, poor gentleman ! he is not in a ſtate 
to make love 


Alb How, Sir? 


= 


Real, 
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Real. No—the Pontine marſhes have played the 
devil with his lungs, and he is gone to drink the 
Briſtal waters. . 

Mrs. Rigid, Gone to Briſtol ! When? 

Real, Now—this very moment! 

Alb, Which way? How did he go? . 

Real. How ? Why, he went with my money. 

Mrs. Rigid. Pſha! This is all an impoſition ; all 
a contrivance of Howard's, to avoid detection. Lead 
on, Sjr; I'm ſure his lungs were ſound enough two 
hours ago. , 

Real, Well! have it your own way—T only wiſh 
i was as ſure of keeping my annuity, as that you 
won't find him at the Cottage. No—and what's 
de to the purpoſe, that you find ſomebody elſe 
thete. 

Mrs. Rigid. Somebody elſe! Whom. Sir? 

Real. No leſs a gentleman than Sir Solomon Cy- 
nie! Not ten mi:,ites ago I ſaw him hovering about 
the ſport, like an old kite over a brood of chick. 
ens. | | 
Mrs. Rigid, Why, the man's mad !—Sir Solomon 
make love]! Shew us the way, I inſiſt, Sir. Come, 
child. 6+ 

Alb, Dear! If, after all, the old 'woman-hater 
ſhould turn out to be the real poacher If he ſhou d, 
Governeſs ! I'm ſure you won't any longer forbid me 
the ſight of Mr. Howard. 'Tis cruel to ſport with 
the affections of a lover; and in the words of the 
ald ſong; let me remind you 


$ O.N G. 


if *tis joy to wound a lover, 


How much more to give him eale ! 
When his paſſion we diſcover, 
On! how pleaſing *tis to pleaſe 1 &c. 
[ Exeunt, 
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SCENE — 4 Room in Cog/ley's Cottage Birdi of Prey 
painted on the Wall—4 Receſs, with feveral Truſ- 
fes of Straw in it—Before Receſs, an eld green Cur- 
rain, partly broken down—A T able and two Chairs — 
Baſket of Apples. — Jug of Ale, and ſmall Mug. 


Sir SOLOMON &:/covered kuceluig to CICELY., 


Sir Y. Oh you lovelieſt of all creatures! When 
I railed at the ſex I did not know you——You have 
converted me ! your charms have made me a pro- 
iclyte, and here I ſwear—here in this low, ſubmu- 
ſive, ſuppliant——W heugh! | hiftling with pain. — 
This is to be out of practice! My knees are ſo 
unaccuſtomed to the office, that I believe I'd bet- 
ter get up while I'm able—[ Ries] —So, come, I'll 
give you a toaſt, my Jittle Cherub—{ Goes to the 
able, and takes up a jug of ale] Here's Cupid ! 
victorious Cupid ! 

(ic, Lord! Lou're ſo gallant, Sir Solomon! 
HSGir $41, Gallant !-—I have more requiſites. for a 

lover than any man fincg the days of Mark An- 
tony. I can write {anaets, throw glances, talk 
nonſenſe, tell lies, ſing, dance No, hang it! J 
can't dance—if I could, I ſhouldn't be compelled 
% drink „ Contution to al! dancing-maſters!“ 
[ Drinking.] | 

Cre, Well; but your Honour { I hope my poor 
:ather will be reſtored to kis {ituation I am ſo 
onhappy— 

Sir el. I fee you are, and I know the cauſe 
Fake comfort lil give you love for love !—But 
how ſhall] we meet? — How. carry on our amour in 
a ſnug, private, paſtoral way ? —How ſhall I ſteal 
to You unnoticed and unſeen *— And now 1 think 
oa't—Zounds ! I hope nobody's obſerving us—if 
I ſhould be found out —if 7 ſhould be detected in 
au intrigue |! | 

Cic. Au intrigue, Sir? 
Sir Sol, Naik've:; to make all ſafe, we'll go to 
D London. 
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London. There we may make aſſignations with - 
out being talked of or interrupted. 

Cic. [M ii anger.] Indeed! 

Sir Sz. Yes, There half the town are playing et 
the ſame game — hut here in the country, if one 
ets a fly kiſs, the whole village is ſure to hear the 
mack of it.— So Marybone is the mark—a new 
Houſe and ſmart liveries! a curricle and a pair of 
greys! a piano forte and a lap dog—and you ſhall 
go by another name. 

Cic. What! ſhall I change my name — Oh, 
Sir! [Curtfies very low.) X 

Sir Sol. To be ſure; you ſhall no longer be call- 
ed Cicely Copfley. 

Cic. Shall I be your wife l—Oh dear I- KA 
reat jay. 
iq 817 800 My wife? 

Lic. Shall I be Lady Cynic ? 

Sir Sel. You Lady Cynic !—You my-—Ha! ha 
ha! — Why, my dear girl, you miſconceive——-! 
wich to intrigue myſelf; I don't want to be the 
cauſe of intriguing in others— Marry you !—Lord 
help you—TI wouldn't take ſuch a hberty.—[ Knock- 
ing at the door] Hah ! What—Who's here ? 

Cic. Heaven knows— Perhaps my father, per- 
haps Mr. Howard, perhaps 

Sir Sol. A dancing maſter l- Oh you ſorcereſs, 
you've lured me here to expoſe me 

Hlrward. | Without.) Holloa! Coplley ! Cicely ! 

Sir Sol. Howard's voice! Mercy on me! It you 
don't get me off, I'Il have your father hanged 
- Here l' go into this room. 

Cic. Stop, that's my chamber.— Here, Sir, go 
into that place [pointing to the rece/s}, and I'll draw 
the curtain beſore you. Quick !—quick ! 

Sir Scl. This is my firſt amour theſe twenty 
years: and if ever I come near a petticoat again, 
Tay Cupid fly away with me! [/e enters receſs, 


and fits on a truſs of raw. —80— draw the cur- 
i 


zaln. : 
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Cic. I can't—You ſee it's broken down, and— 
Dear! dear !—How ſha!l L faſten it? 


0 Sir Sl. Here — here! —-My cane has a ſword in 

: it [ Draws the feverd out of the cane, and gives it to 

- Cicely]—If there's a cranny in the wainſcot, run 

F this through the curtain; if not, run it through 

f my body, [Cicely gets upon à chair and runs the 

tore through the curtain, which ſupports ir) —Oh wo- 
man! woman !— Defiruttive, damnable, deceittul , 

) woman !— | Si Solomon is concealed, and Cicely opens 
the door, ] 

, Enter MaxDEVILLE and HOWARD. 

Howard. | Holding the door open, and looking o. — 

Look out—look out, I tell you—*Tis Realize and 

. the Governeſs; and by their coming this way, 4 

fear you are diſcovered —Huth '—obſerve. 

. Mand. 1 do; and fee! the young naval officer 

* is advancing towards the cottage ! 

9 Howard. So he is !- We mutt avoid him, 

* Alb. ¶ Without,}—** The ſtormy main, the wind 


and rain.” —{ /anginp.} 

Howard. Ah, you chirruping ſcoundrel : —!I tell 
| you what—We had better ſtep into this apartment, 
85 and let Cicely get rid of him Mind, nobody is 
here, Cicely.— That, a naval officer —PoOh! 
Don't you ſee through his diſguiſe ? 

u Maund. Diſguiſe? 

Howard He's a bailiff! Can't you diſcriminate 
between the navy and the law ? between a ſea- 
0 officer and a ſheriff's officer? — ] know by the 
raſcal's impadent ſwagger that be's a bailiff ! 
Here he comes !-—-Mum !—Retire. [ Exernt ai the 


ty oppoſite door.) 
n, 
. Enter ALBIN A n the Uniform. 


4 Alb, [ſpying and walking rand the roem.] “ The 
10 ſtormy main, the wind and rain !”--{/nging.] I 
don't ſee Mr. Howard! My ardeut paſſion 

D 2 prove!“ 
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prove!“ He's concealed ſomewhere, I ſappoie, 
—* Laſh'd to the helm IG, up to the curtain 
He's here! Should ſeas o'erWheim =o 
Cic. [ Stopping ler.] What do you want, Sir? 
Aib. To think of thee, my love!“ [Tryng 
to undraw the curtain.) 
4 Cic. [ Pulling her away.] There's nobody there, 
ir. 
Alb, Then they're here! And think of 
thee, my love!“ -[ Goes 2owards the doo Per 
haps, after all, he is really gone to Briſtol; and his 
lungs are ſo much out of order. [Trying to open 
the door, and finding it lacted] Lock'd ! Where's 
the key ? Oh! oh! | Srops dewn.] I fee bim 
through the key-hole ! Oh! you barbarian ! 
{ Cirely tries to full her away] If you touch me, you 
little vulgar thing, Pl cut you into atoms! [ 
* you, Mr. Howard, [ Hollaiug through the . key- 
pole.) 
Cic, Sir, I beſeech vou 
Alp. (Trying te pull the door open.] Oh! if I could 
but get at him! Come out, Sir; or I'll pull 
the door. { Shaking it violently.) 


Enter How ann, 


Howard. Well, Sir! What do you want, Sir? 
What have you ta ſay? 

Alb, Say, Sir ! I'm glad your lungs are better. 

Howard. { Standing before the door. ] My lungs !— 
Hark'ye, Sir ; if you want Mr. Mandeville—— 

Alb, I wart you, and only you, Sir Me 
name is klerbert | am filt couſin to Albina ; 
and if you don't inſtantly tall on your knees, and 
alk pardon for the inſults you have put upon her, 
Vil make you a companion for that wild gooſe — 
I'll ran you through the body, and pin you again 
the wall 'Slife ! now I look at you, I wonder 
what the could ſee in your ugly face to be fo fond 
of, you! 


Hlws * 4. 
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Howard, I'm glad it's not a bailiff, however. 
CAfide.] Sir, if you are that Jady's couſin, I muſt 
inform you ſhe isn't worth my pity, or your re- 
ſentment. She is neither faithful to her lover, nor 
affectionate to her father. In ſhort, Sir, I thought 
her a child of nature, and ] found heya Becky. 

Alb, A Becky! TI 

Howard. Ves: a Becky, Sir !— And till fhe 
reforms her conduct, not all the fighting men in 
Europe ſhall make me alter mine This is my de- 
termination, and ſo you may tell her, good Cap- 
tain Bobadil, ; 


Alb, Bobadil ! 

Howard. Yes: Bobadil may tell Becky<= 

Alb. Draw, Sir! | Pulls out his ſeword.) 

Cic. Hold, I intreat you What is the cauſe ? 

Alb. Lou Come, Sir! { Flourihing, her feword.\ 

Cic. Me! 5 | 

Alb, His love for you is the cauſe. Sir Solomon 
told me of his falſhood, and no- | 

Cic. Sir Solomon told you Oh! baſe, ſlan- 
derous man! Love never br t Mr. How- 
ard to our cottage. No: he came from a far bet- 
ter motive to bring money to my father to 
relieve the diſtreſſes of his family: and, with grati- 
tude I ſpeak it, he has already faves us from ruin. 

Alb. Indeed. | 

Cic. Yes; but for him we ſhould have periſhed : 
and, as à proof I wasn't the object of his affecti- 
ons, often and often have 1 heard him ſay, that. 
Miſs Albina was the girl of his heart, and that he 
never would or could love any other. 

- [Smiling.] Oh! did you ſay this, Mr, Hows 
ard! 
Howard. Vou have heard my determination. I 
will not be teaſed with interrogatories. . 

Alb. | Going up to him.] Nay : don't be ſo Any, 
Mr. Howard. Conſider, if Sir Solomon 4s 
seived me . 

Howard. Tis now too late, Sr. Af vißt; 


ber partiality for her perfidious governe{s end her 
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e. of a too liberal parent, are all all fo 

diſgraceful, that, if ever | love again, depend on't 

Albina won't be the object. 

4 Alb, [ Sharply. ] She won't !——Who will then, 
ir! 

Howard, Who, Sir? 

Alb. Ay :. who, Sir: — Will this little, coarſe, 
inſenſible peaſant ? 

Howard. Inſenſible! Look him in the face, Cice- 
ly [taking her hand]: tell him you would die to 
erve your father; and aſk him if Albina would 
ſhed a tear to ſave hers, 

Als. He preſſes her hand !-—Let it go, Sir ?—If 
you value your life, take away your hand, Sir ! 
Howard, Why ? She deſerves it as much as your 


- Couſin ! 


Als, I can't bear it! Take it away! Then ſay 
your prayers, for you havn't a moment to live !— 
[ Poking at him with her feword.} 

Howard, Keep off, Sir! You fee I've no arms. 

Alb, No arms! That's a = evaſion, coward | 

Howard. Coward | Oh, that I could find a wea- 

n! Is there no poker—no knife—no—Ha! what 

o I ſee?—A ſword ! Now, villain! 

Cic. Hear me, Sir ! Don't touch it, for Hea- 
ven's ſake ! | 

Alb. Hear her, Sir! Don't touch it, for Hea- 
ven's ſake ! 

Howard. Thus I expoſe folly and-decepticn ! 
[ Pulls out the frvord that ſupports the curtain} it falls, 


and Sir Solomon is diſcovered fitting en one truſs of 


ſtraw, with others around him.] 2 
Howard. Expoſe folly and deception, indeed! 
Alb. He's innocent! he's innocent! Oh How- 

ard ! | 

ur. What! the old woman-hater turned 
poache Ha! ha! ha !——Why, uncle! 

Alb.” by, man of ftraw ! ha ! ha! ha! Look, 
now the pld fox ſquats in the ſtubble !— Come! 
aan; him out] What have you to ſay ? 

Sir Se Nothing. I'll go home, and read Para- 


diſe Lok ! 
Howard, 
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Hlotbard. And curſe Cupid and Mark Antony. 
And now, Sir! {to Albina] What have you to ſay? 

Alb, That I fincerely aſk your pardon : that I 
ſee you have been flandered, cruelly flandered f! 
And if Albina was before partial to you, ſhe ſhall 
now eſteem you more than ever. Will you tor- 
give me, Sir? I'll tell her all that has paſſed 
every thing.—No, I won't tell her you called her 
Becky. You don't call her Becky now, do you ? 
: Mrs. Rigid. [ Without.) Mr. Herbert! Mr. Her- 

ert! 

Alb. You hear I'm called, Sir. Do we part 
friends ? 

Howard, We do: I'm ſatisfied. 

Alb. And I needn't mention Becky ? 

Howard. No! no! 

Alb. Then let my Governeſs ſay what ſhe will, 
Howard is the huſband for Albina ! [afde}—Fare- 
well, Sir! we ſhall meet again. Cicely, there's 
money for you. And, Sir Solomon, the next time 
a game- keeper catches one of your hares, don't 
ſnare one of his daughters, and make him ſtarve 
for it into the bargain! And alſo, to cover your 
own poaching practices, don't ſlander an innocent 
Gentleman. If you do, IL'II chain you to your bed 
of ſtraw, depend on't. Adieu! Mr. Howard! 


« Laſh'd to the helm, ſhould feas o0'erwhelm, ; 
« I'll think on thee, my Love-” [Exits 


Sir Sol. Sir, you may fmile, and chuckle, and tr 
umph ; but I'll be revenged on you and Mr. Mai. 
deville yet, 1 know he is in that room. I fay 
him ſneak in there; and while Realize ſecure: 
him, Veritas ſhall ſecure Albina.— I'll overtake 
Mrs. Rigid—the match ſhall take place this very 
night ; and then, Sir 

Howard. Nay ; why ſhould you fret? Upon my 
ſoul, I think you're a very Jucky fellow. If you 


had not been in the ſtraw, ſomebody elſe might! 


Lou underſtand? 
Sir 
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Sir Sol. I do: and I've plague enough with ne- 
phews, without wiſhing for children to torment 
me. Let me go—let me follow Mrs. Rigid [C:- 
cely flops him.] Out of the way, Jilt ! Sorcereſs ! 
Jezabel ! or, to ſum up all in one emphatic word 
— Out of the way, Woman ! [Exits 

Mand. | peeping.) Is the coaſt clear ? 

Howard. [opens the door, and enter Mandeville 
Well! have you heard what has paſſed ? 

Maud. I have. I perceive this is no longer a 
place of ſafety ; and what's worſe, that Albina's 
marriage is to take place this very night! Is there 
no way to break it off? Conſider, for her own 
ſake, for yours, for mine, we ſhould prevent it, if 
we Can. | 

Howard. Prevent it! How? 

Mand. Have you no influence over the Tutor? 
Has he no ſenſe of honour ? 

Howard. Why, if it be true, that © wine draws 
forth the natural diſpoſition of the heart,” Veritas 
has ſtil] ſome virtue; for over a bottle I've ſeen 
him diſplay moſt excellent qualities. I'll go to 
bim; I'll try to delay, if not break off, the mar- 
riage ! In the mean time, you ſhall take refuge in 
the uninhabited part of the Caſtile, 

Mand. Why theref 1 

Howard. Becauſe it is ſuppoſed to be haunted ; 
ind Realize and his followers won't come there, 
for fear of ſeeing the Devil before their time, you 

now. Come! while I go to the Tutor, Cicely 

all ſhew you the place. Oh, you little gleaner !. 

f had known that ſtraw contained ſuch weighty 
acads of corn amongſt it, how I would have 
threſh'd it! I'd have laid my flail about its ears, 
till I had beat every grain of prejudice out of it, 
and made the old woman-bater acknowledge, 


hat, let us rail at women, ſcorn, and flout them, 
We may live with, but cannot live without them. 


[Exeunt. 


6 6 END OF ACT 111. 
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. 
SCENE— modern Apartment in the Caſte, 


Enter Howa Rp and VERITAS. 
How ARD. 


\ y HAT! Veritas turned flincher! Come, one 
more bottle, my boy ! 

Ver. I tell you, I've had enough. I'm going to 
de married: and would you have me get drunk be- 
fore the ceremony's performed? 

Hocnard. To be ſure: would a man marry in his 
ſober ſenſes ? Come, though we're rivals, don't let 
us be enemies; though you've cut me out with Al- 
bina, I bear you no ill wil Do let us part friends. 
Come, one more bottle. 

Ver. I would, but you know my failing, George: 
wine makes me ſo cruelly ſentimental ; it overflows 
my heart with ſympathy, runs out of my eyes in 
ſtreams of ſenſibility ; and when I'm no longer my- 
felf, I'm ſo moral, ard ſo honeſt. 

Howard. So you are. When you're not yourſelf, 
you're a damu'd good fort of fellow! 

Per. Granted : I'm never ſo ypright in my con- 
duct, as when I can't ſtand on my legs! Then wine 
always makes me ſpeak truth; and if I don't take 
care, I ſhall tell you at this moment, that I am a 
ſcoundrel—that the Governeſs is another—and that 
Albina Good night, George, Aſter the wed- 
ding's over, I'll reform, and be a ſix-bottle man 4— 
But now, ſpare and pity me. 

Howard. Pity you! Why? 

Ver. Becauſe l'm going to behave like a villain. 

Howard. You're not: I'll prevent you. 

Ver. *Tis too late—the dark deed is on the eve of 
*%ceution !—Albina's locked up in the old Baron 
chamÞBer—the Lawyer has prepared the ſettleatent-— 
the Parſon has got the licence, and Damnation! 
what am I about ? I ſhall confeſs every thing—Good 


night! 
Howard 
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Howard, Here's my Uncle and the Governeſs 
What can it all mean? Look ye, Veritas, if ſome 
bew act of villainy is in preparation, do you think 
I'll fuffer my old fellow traveller to be concerned, in 
it ? No: I have too much regard for your honour”; 
and I know you are ſo apt to repent 

Ver. I am; and the wine converts me already. 7 
I'm a fair penitent ; and ſo let's go and drink whole 
oceans—and yet, George, 1 don't like to loſe Albina 7 
ſhe is the only woman I ſhall ever love. 

Howard. Nonſenſe ! you've only drunk one bat- 
tle, and therefore there's only one Albina: -Drink 
another, and there'll be a thouſand Albinas | Come 
along, my fine fellow ; and if wine will make 
moral, damme but you ſhall drink honeſty by hogſ- 
heads! : | [ Exeunt. 


Enter Sir Sor ou, end Mrs. Ric. 


Mrs. Rigid. Don't tell me, Sir Solomon! Is ſhe 
to be my miſtreſs, or am I to be hers? Talk of mar- 
rying Howard, and refuſing Veritas, only becauſe 
you were uncurtain'd at the Gamekeeper's cottage ! 
I wiſh you had never gone there, with all my heart. 

Sir Sl. So do 1, with all my ſoul! But you miſ- 
conceive : I don't oppoſe the marriage; 1 only object 
i the manner of wooing, I don't like uſing forge. 

Mrs. Rigid. Why not, Sir? If entreaty fail, why 
Z1ouldn't force be employed? Isu't it as much her 
atereſt to marry a man of honour, as it is my duty 
o prevent her being united to a profligate ? 

Sir Sol. That's true. . 

Mrs. Rigid. And hasn't Mr. Veritas both your 
promiſe and mine; and would it be honourable to 
break our word with him? No: ! ſay once for all, 
ſhe ſhall be his wife, this very night | She is now 
locked up in the Baron's chamber; and if ſhe re- 
Jules, there ſhe ſhall be impriſoned till ſhe complies 

She ſhall have no companions but ghoſts and ſpectres 
Ano food but bread and water—no bed but ſtraw, 

Sir Sol. Straw !—There 1 muſt intercede for her: 
that's ſo bad a reſting-place, that the very thought of 
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it wil! ſpoil my night's ſleep, to a certainty ! 
However, there is much reaſon in what you ſay; 
and if ſhe won't felet a good buſband, we muſt 
chooſe one for her !-—So if the Parſon, the Law- 
yer, and the Tutor are ready, I'll join the party, 
and we'll proceed to the Baron's chamber in a bcdy. 
Mr. Rigid. Spoke like yourſelf, Sir Solomon! — 
Stay—wait here a moment, while I go and prepare 
them. And if ſhe dare be refractory 
Sir Sol, Refractory !—Why a tutor and a gover- 
neſs would alone terrify a girl of her age; but 
backed by a lawyer and a parſon—Gad1 I fhould 


like to ſee any body ſtand up againſt ſo formidable 


a quartetto ! [Exit Mrs. Rigid.) I am glad of this 
-— Now Howard will loſe Albina, Mandeville will 
loſe the eftate, and the Tutor will be rewarded 
for his integrity and ſobriety,——-{No:i/e without. 
Bravo! here they come, and all in kigh ſpirits for 
the enterprize. 


Enter How ARD and VERITAS arm in arm, drunk.' 


Hvard, Come along, Pupil Come along, Ho- 
neſty - Uncle! how are you, Uucle? - Give me 
leave to introduce you—a fair penitent ! 

Sir Fl. Why, how did you get into the Caſtle ? 
Who invited you? | 
' Foward. My pupil here. Speak, ſuffering ſaint ! 

Sir Sl. Out of the way, Sir-—['I! hold no con- 
vertation with drunkards and buffoons—I'll talk 
to men of ſenſe and gravity.— Veritas, give me 
your hand. | | 


Fer, Granted. _. 

Sir Sel. And now let me give it to Albina,— 
Puppy, will you be eye-witneſs to the marriage ?— 
Will you behold this worthy man take poſſeſſion 
ef your idol and ten thouſand a-year ? 

Fer. Look'ye, King Solomon 

Howard. Aye, mind, King Solomon. | 

Fer. If I thought Albina loved me, I'm ſo brim- 
ful of benevolence, that I'd take her without a 
guinea ; but to marry her againſt her inclinations ! 
to uſe force-ty—li tell you it's a damned raſ- 


cally 
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cally tranſaction. And if you and the Governeſs 
would get as drunk as | am, you'd be as much aſhamed 
of it as I am !—So drink, drink and reform 

Sir Sol. 1 drink! 

Howard, Why not, Uncle ?- There's as much 
virtue in wine as in women! {Sir Solomon holds up 
his cane to flrike him Veritat inter poſes. J — What 
Have you not had enough of that cane ? that pinner- 
up of old curtains! Pooh ! 1 don't value it a ftraw ! 
——not a ſtraw ! So come, Pupil; you've made your 
ſpeech. And now let's adjourn to the ian, and drink 


more draughts of morality, 


Enter Mrs. RIS. 

Mrs. Rigid. All's ready —all's prepared, Sir So- 
lomon!— Howard here Why, couſin! [ Going up 
to Veritas. 8 

Howard. ¶ Stopping her.] Softly, Doctor Buſby— 
You won't let me ſpeak to your pupil, therefore you 
muſt not talk to mine. He's a good boy, and you 
may corrupt him. Keep off, 

Mrs. Rigid. They're both intoxicated !— Heaven 
defend me — Why, Veritas, are not you aſhamed ? 

Ver. Not a bit. — There's ſome apology for drunk. 
en honeſty—but none for ſober villainy. So drink, 
drink and reform! 

Howard. . Stick to your bottle, Doctor — In 
vino Veritas!“ [ Sings. | 

Ver. Come, George. 

Mrs. Rigid. Come - Why would you leave me at 
this moment ?—now, when Albina is locked up— 


when the Lawyer and the Clergyman are waiting 
What ſhall I do? 


Howard. Do? Tell the two black gentlemen to 


ſtrike out the name of Veritas in their papers 
ſubſtitute mine in its place, and PII return and marry 
Albina in half an hour !-———No, | won't marry her. 
Till ſhe's a good daughter, ſhe ſhan't have a good 
huſband —80 come, my boy. Now for the inn 
II ͤſay though, isn't it a long way? 8 

Ver. Long! No; when @ man's drunk, it isn t 


the length. 
9 Howard 
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Howard, True; it's the width. Farewell, moſt 
amiable, moſt Platonic pair 1 To wine I flew to 
eale the pain! ¶ Both fing. 

Ver. Farewell, King Solomon! 

Howerd, Good bye, Doctor Buſby . —“ To 
wine 1 flew,“ &c. [Exit with Veritas. 

Mrs. Rigid. Amazing! What does it mean, Sir 
Solomon ? Has Howard corrupted him ? 

Sir Sol. He has; and now I'm decided: they ſhall 
neither of them enter my doors again; and as for 
Mandeville, I'll make an example of him directly. I 
bave traced him from the cottage to the back part of 
the Caftle: he is now concealed amongſt the ruins 
and I' go order Realize to lay hold of him this very 
moment. In the interim, do you take care of Albina. 

Mrs. Rigid. Oh, ſhe's very ſafe, I have placed 
Deborah, a ſteady old ſervant, as a guard over her 
and the haunted chamber ſhall be her abode till we 
find a new huſband for her. Good night, Sir Solo- 
mon !—[I couldn't have thought that Mr. Veritas 
would have turned out ſuch a——. But its a ſtrange 
world; and we have lived ſo long in it, that nothing 
ought now to perplex or ſurpriſe us. 

Sir Sal. Nothing ever ſurpriſes me; and ſuch are 
the changes of this whirl-aboat life, that though 
your ſyſtem is Platonic love, and mine no love at all, 
yet I ſhouldn't be aſtoniſhed if we were to become 
nan and wife, and be as happy a couple, Mrs. Rigid, 
as-——-No, hang it! That would ſurpriſe me, in- 
deed ! | Pxeunt ſeverally. 


= — —— — 3 


SCENE-— An old Gothic Chamber. with Doors at each 
Wing-—in the Flat another Door —Over it is ihe 
Portrait of a Man in Armour A State Bed. 


An Hill in the Licutenant's Uniform ) diſcovered 


Writing DE BORA waiting. 


—— 


Ae. Deborah — Do take your hand from the 
cable, Deborah: vou ſhake it ſo I can't go on with 
my letter, “ Dear Mr. Howard.“ -( Hriting.] 

E Neb. 
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Deb. Lord, Miſs! Isn't it midnight? and ar'n*t 
we alone in a haunted chamber ? 

Alb. Haunted! Fooliſh nonſenſe |T ſuppoſe you've 
been prying into thoſe new romances the Governeſs 
bought for me all about abbeys, ſkeletons, ruſty 
daggers, fat monks, and fainting nus Pooh! It's 
all very well to frighten children; hut for ſuch grown- 
up miſſes as you and I, Deborah Oh, we're not 
afraid of the dead—nothing but the living frightens 
ns. So fit faſt in your chair. And now for the 
letter Dear Mr. Howard—They have locked 
me up in an uninhabited part of the Caſtle, and 
placed an old maſtiff over me.” | The Caſtle clock 

Hriles one.) 


Deb. There he's coming 

Alb. Who's coming ? 

Deb. The Baron—the Baron 

Alb, What Baron? | 

Deb Why, in days of yore an old Norman Baron 
was murdered in that bed; and ever ſince, when the 
Caſtle clock ſtrikes one, that door is ſure to open, 
# pointing to it] and in he ſtalks in black armour. 

Alb, Does he indeed ? Well! I ſhall be very 
glad to ſce him; and that we may have a full view 
of him, do ſnuff the candles. 

Deb. Snuff the candles, Miſs ? 

Alb. Aye: Let's ſee what he's made of, Deborah. 

Deb. | In her jright fnuffs out one of the candies. | 
T ſaw the picture ſhake ; and that's a ſure fign the 
Baron is approaching. J 

Alb. So it is. I'll frighten ber away if I can, | Afide} 
Hark ! Don't you hear the rattling of armour ? 

Deb. I do. 

Aib. And the clanking of chains; and the ſereech 
ow! ; and the ravens; and the cats; and the mice ? 
And don't you hear me, Deborah ? 

Deb. I do. Oh, Lord! the Governeſs may come 
and watch you herſelf. I won't ſtay to be hacked 
to pieces. i 

Alb. Huſh ! The door opens; and there he is, as 
black as Beelzebub, Oh, dear, my courage fails "yy 

C 
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ACT v. 
SCENE—4A Garder., 


Enter Alena in her own Dreſs, 
ALB1NA, . 


1 CAN neither fit, ſtavd, nor walk, I can only 
bite my fingers, beat the devil's tattoo, and fing 
broken ſtanzas of deſpairing ſongs. * Ab, welt» 
a-day—Ah, lack-a day“ Dear! Now I only aſk 
if my Governeſs 6ughtn't to be aſhamed of her- 
ſelf? Without giving any reaſon, ſhe has ordered 
me to pack up, to ſet out for Dover, and leave the 
Caſtle and Mr. Howard for ever. I begin to hate 
her, that's what I do. — Sir Solomon too! hate 
him ! I hate all eld peopie. I with they'd go ta 
heaven, and leave us young ones to manage the 
world by ourfelves. 


Enter DEBORAH, 


Deb. Miſs, Miſs, the carriage is at the door 
the poſtillions are mounting, the horſes are pran- 
cing, and Mrs. Rigid is out of all patience. 

Alb. Well, 'm coming !—Deborah, what is the 


reaſon ?—— Nay, dan't turn your back upon me— 


don't take me for the Baron, Deborah! Why 
are we to leave the Caſtle ſo unexpectedly ? 

Deb. I don't know: but I believe it's all owing 
to what the Steward toid her, Come, be quick— 
gee now !ſ=-——Here's Sir Solomon come ta fetch 
you. 
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Enter Sir $0LOMON—-[ a letter in his land] 


Alb. Sir Solomon, I know what you're come 
for. You mean to force me away from the Caſtle. 
Sir Fol. I force you! 


Alb. I never diſobeyed my Governeſs in all my 

life—but now 
Sir Sol. *Tis high time to begin, I think, Go, 
Madam, [to Deb. ] tell Mrs. Rigid, Albina ſha'n't 
go to Dover. 

Alb, Not go to Dover? 

Sir So. No! You ſha'n't ſtir from your own 
Ronſ-; or, if you do, it ſhall only be to mine, 

Alb, What ! Will you ſtand up for me, Sir 
Solomon ? 

Sir Sol. To be ſure I will, ——This letter has 
opened my eyes it proves the Governels to be the 
worſt of hypocrites; and theretorce from this hour 
you ſhall be your own miſtreſs. 

Alb. School's up! School's um! 

Sir Sol. Why ar'n't you gone, Madam? Do you 
think I'm not fit to be her champion ?—Odſheart! 
though Um not able to manage young women, I'll 
ſhew you and your miltreſs I can be a match far 
old ones. 

Al. I'm my own governeſs now! Go, get 
along, Deborah !—{ Puſtes her out Oh, Sir Solo- 
mon ! if you were my grandſather, 1 couldn't be 
more grateful. 

Sir $9]. Read, read that letter !——n-Pm ſorry to 


' damp your joy, Albina. 


Alb. What, does it bring bad news ? 

Sir Sol. The worſt in the world, —Read, read 
*Tis written by Veritas. 

Alb. | Reads. | 2 

« Sir, I am ſo thorough a penitent, that I can- 
& not be happy till I have made a full confeſſion 
& of my bad inteutivns towards Miſs Albina Man- 
de devilſe. The truth is, I bound myſelt in an 
« agreement with the Governeſs to give her de 
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tunate. Come, you had better truſt ne- I have 


great influence over Albina; and fince you are the 
friend of Mr. Mandeville, I'll perſuade her to ſa- 
tisfy this ſteward ——{ Mandeville flakes his head. )— 
ay, if you think ſhe has not a compaſſionate 
heart, you don't know her—indeed, you do not ! 
Mand. She ought to be compaſſionate. Her mo- 
ther had a heart o'erflowing with benevolence, and 
her father—But he—he is forgotten —and deſerted. 
Alb. Poor man! I often think of him often 
ſhed tears over his misfortunes. Where is he? 
Might I behold him !—{Mazgeville weeps ] Nay, if 
you knew all, perhaps I have more caule to weep 
than you have, | N 
. Maid. You cut me to the ſoul. I can't ſupport 
it. Let me begone. 
Real. [ Without.Y This way=—the'rafcal's this way. 
Mand, My perſecutor again! What's tobe done? 
Alb. Stay where you are; it's his turn now. 


Enter REALIZE and 0 Servants. 


Real, There he is———ſeize him— ſecure him, 
while I go for officers of juſtice. You'll pop at 
vs like 60 many partridges, will you? [Servants 
hold Mandeville.) Keep him tight 5 and now I may 
ſafely fay my troubles are at an end, | 

Alb. (Meeting him.} Rather fay, your troubles 
axe going to begin, Unhand that gentleman ; let 
him go, I inſiſt. [Servants leave Mandeville.) And 
now, Mr. Steward, a word in private if you pleaſe. 
Mandeville retires up.) You recollect me? 

Real. To be ſure I do. 

Alb. Then hear me, Sir; I'Il pay what he owes; 

Real. You-pay ? | 

Alb, Yes, Ill pay. Can't you underſtand me? 
Go, Sir; and for the future don't diſgrace your 


employers by acts of cruelty and oppreſſion.— 


Why ar'n't you gane? 
Real. Um! Before | obey the young lady, Imuſt 
have orders from the old one. You'll excuſe me; 


but you're not your own miſtreſs, you kuow, my 
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Alb. No. But I'm yours, you know, my dear. 
Real. You're not. The Governeſs is my miſ- 
treſs. Pooh! You've no will of your own. 

Alb. No! But I've a will of my grandfather's ; 
and if you don't inſtantly releaſe this Gentleman, 
I'll diſcharge you from being my Steward—my Stew- 
ard ! Do you hear that, Sir? What does he owe ? 

Real, Why he owes me and- Sir Solomon above 
fourteen hundred pounds; and do you think either 
of us will be content with the ſecurity of a minor? 
No, no; we'll bave the money down, 

Alb. So you ſhall. Take it. 

Real. Take it! Where? 

Alb. Out of my grandfather's money. | 

Real. Pſha! He did'nt leave ſo much caſh be- 
hind him. | 

-Alb. Did't he ? Then he left houſes, lands and 
woods. So go, Sir! Go cut down a wood directly. 

Real. Cut down a wood ! 

Alb, Aye, Sir. And if that won't raiſe the ſam, 
cut down another, and another. It will improve 

the proſpect, and gratify Albina with the. fineſt 
view in the world ——that of ſeeing an unfortun- 
ate man made happy. [Turaing to Mandeville, and 
taking his land] 

Real. Here's a promiſing young heireſs! With- 
out the aid of a faſtiionabie huſband, ſhe' Il lay waſte 
more wood in an hour than ber grandfather plant- 
ed in his life-time. PISS, 

Alo. What! not gone yet? I'm out of all pati- 
ence. [takes up the piftol.] Go, Sir. Begin lopping 
and chopping with your own hands, or this piſtol 

Real, What a devil it is? Come, William 
Come, Gregory. We'll go and ſend the Governeſs. 

Alb. What's that you ſay, Sir? Mind me! If 
you repeat one {yliable of What has paſſed, this 
piſto] ſhall prove more fatal to than the Pon- 
tine marſhes. It ſhall make as large a hole in 
your lungs, as the Briſtol waters have in your 
pocket. Go, dotard. Quick! quick! [ Follows 
Realize and Ser vants it the door with the piſtol, and 


forces 


A COMEDY, 55 


forces them out.] So, between ſwords and piſtols I've 
had a pretty hot day of it. 

Mand. How am I to thank you, Sir? Till now, 
I had but one friend—one only friend; and he, in 
. has proved ſo generous. Oh! if you 

neo — | 

Alb. I wiſh I did know him, Sir, Whoever he 
is, if he has been kind to you, I'm ſure I ſhall 
eſteem. him. Come, though you won't mention 
your own name, you may truſt me with his. Who 
1s your friend ? 

Mand. Howard. | 

Alb. Howard ! Has he—has Mr. Howard been 
kind to you ? 

Mand. He has been my companion, my benefac- 
tor! He has diſpleaſed his family to aſſiſt me; and, 
what afflicts me more than all, on my account, I 
fear, he has offended the lady he moſt loves. 

Alb. Indeed! And pray, who——Not that it's 
any affair of mine —But pray, who is the lady he 
moſt loves? 

Mand. Who ſhould it be but Albina? His hand, 
his heart, his life is at her diſpoſal. 

Alb. His life! She muſin't let him die then, 
Tell him fo, Mr. Dear! I wiſk I knew your 
name. You ſay you are the friend of Mr. Man- 
deville—the friend of Mr. Howard! Can't you 
confide in me? [Noiſe of unlocking the door.} Some - 
body's coming! The Steward has betrayed us! 
What ſhall we do? I'll ſtand before, and hide you. 
[ Places hitrfelf before Mandeville.] 


Enter DERrOR An. | 


Well, Deborah, what do you want? 
Deb. The Steward has been with Mrs. Rigid, 
She is ſuddenly taken ill; and deſires VII brin 


you to her own room directly. Why, what's that? | 
Somebody is behind you! | 


Alb. Huſh ! It's the Baron! 

Deb. The Baron !— 

Alb. Don't be frightened He ſpeaks highly of 
you ; 
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you; and, though I told him it was impoſſible, he 


ſwears he'll make an angel of you. 

Des. Don't—Pray don't let him. 

. Well! He ſha'n't—he ſha'n't make an an- 
gel of you, Turn your back, and I'll lay him 
[ Deborah turns round. ou fee, I muſt leave you 
at preſent. [ To Mandeville.} But as I cannot reſt 
till I know more of your ſtory, don't leave the 
Caſtle, I entreat you. Go into that room; and, 
that nobody may moleſt you, allow me to lock you 


in; and, when I return Will you truſt me when. 


T return ? : 

Mand. Moſt readily, T 

Alb, Good night !—Nay : what have you to 
thank me for? Realize meant to make you his pri- 
ſoner ; and now I've made you minc=——that's all 
the difference. Adieu! [ Mandeville hates hands with 
E exit at the door. —Albina locks it, aud puts the 

ey in her pocket.) Deborah ! He's gone, Deborak ! 
[ Hitting Deborah on the back, who trembles violently.] 

Deb. Is he? Which way did he go? 

Alb. Through the key-hole; and now we'll go 
too.—Poor gentleman ! I'll return to him as ſoon 
as I can ; for I feel intereſted for him beyond de- 
ſcription. Lead on—l'll follow thee ! And oh, 


Mr. Howard! My dear Mr. Howard! Your friend- 


ſhip for him, and love for me, prove you to be a 
man of ſuch taſte and diſcrimination, that, if you 


don't forgive me, and make me your wife — why, 


i'll live and die—a bachelor ! 
[Exeunt, 


END OF ACT Iv, 
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Go to him, Deborah! and while he makes mince- 
meat of you, I ſhall have time to run away. Pray 
do, Deborah, | 

Des. Not I! Heaven protect you! 

[ Exit, frightened, 

Alb, Ha! ha! ha! What an old coward it is! 
Now, nothing ever makes me tremble—nothing ! 
Oh yes; the very thougbt of Howard makes me 
ſo nervous—Heigho !—P'l] proceed with the let- 
ter: [Sits and writes,] © and placed an old maſtiff 
© over me, —— pretty maſtiff indeed! be- 
% cauſe I won't mar ry the Tutor. But I am a girl 
« of ſuch pride, ſuch ſpirit, fuch fortitude, Mr, 
«& Howard,” [ The report of a piſtol is heard] What's 
that? A piſtol at this time of night, and ſo near 
me! Lord! It's very alarming! Who can it be? 
Oh, it's the poachers. firing at the game! Ptha ! 
What a fool I was! Hem!” [Sis and writes] * I 
« am a girl of ſuch pride, ſuch ſpirit, ſuch for- 
ti [Noe , forcing open 4 door]— Well L— 
[Noiſe again.] Somebody's forcing the door! 
He's coming! The Baron's coming! | Noi/e again.] 
On dear! T'll run away! [Tries to open the door De- 
Lora] went out at, but finds it faſtened, | Oh, ſhe has 
locked me in! Deborah! Deborah! [Nang and 
hides herſelf behind the bed. 

7 he door is burſt open, and Mandeville enters with 

a piſtol in his land.] 
Mand. Life isn't worth the ſtruggle! Howard 


hadn't left me an hour amongſt tb ruins of the 


Caſtle, when Realize and his followers came up. 
with me; I remonſtrated in vaia. They ſeized 
me; and ſeeing no other mode of extricating my- 


ſelf, I fired my piſtol in the air, and,the cowards 


vaniſlied. Here, perhaps, I may reft in ſafety. 
[ Sits down, and puts the piſtol on the table }— How ! 
a light! I thougat this part of the Caſtle had been 
uninhabited ! Sure nobody ohſerves me! Ha! the 
curtain moves! One of the villains has purſued 


me! Is there to be na period to their perſecution #, 


{Pulls forth 4lbina.) Mark me, Sir. Return to the 
| | D 2 agent 
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gone who employed you. Begone directly, or this 
Piſtol 

Alb. Oh Lord! Deborah! Deborah! 

Mand. No noiſe! Bepone this inſtaut! [Albin 
retires up.] Stop. Come back, You may beiray 
me to your curit affociates : therefore remain. Sit 
down. [Forces her into a chair.) Stir not—lcok 
not breathe not ! 

Alb. T won't. Deborah Debo 

Mand. Huſh ! Or by Heaven | Stay. Sure 
I ſhould know that face. Speak——Do you not 
recolle&t me? 

16, No. But I ſhall never forget you. 

Mad. Tis the youth who came to the Cottage! 
"Tis Herbert; and no doubt is on a viſit to his cou- 
ſin Cu;ſt infatuation! Pm doomed to be a torment, 
Sir, I've been miſtaken; and know tao well the 
pangs of apprehenſion, to wiſu to inflict them on 
others, Pray, pray pardon me! | T ating her hard] 

Al5, True fleſh and blood, I declare. I'm bet- 
ter now, 1 may breathe again, I ſuppoſe. Ooh 
ooh! [ Breathing witlently.] So, you're not an appa- 
rition then — you're only a robber? 

Maud. Robber! Sir, I have been — Well, well! 
it concerns not you; elſe I could tell you that the 
ſteward of this mauſion, this reptile Realize, who 
was about to make a priſoner of me, and to whoſe 
perſecution you owe my preſent intruſion. Oh! 
in the liſetime of his maſter, the late too unſuſ— 
no, he 
dared not e'en have frowned upon me. But I 
have done; I've already been the cauſe of muck 
uneaſineſs to you Therefore, good night ! 

Alb. Stay, I muſt hear more. Did you know 


Mr. Mandeville, Sir ? 


Mand. Know him ! 

Alb. Why are you ſo agitated, Sir? If you knew 
hun, perhaps you alſo know his unhappy ſon. 

Mand. 1 do indeed! And if I dare reveal to 
you But I muſt not truſt to you - ou are a 
friend of the Governeſs. | 

A. IJ am: but J am alſo a friend to the unfor- 
tunate 


— 
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te the Mandeville eſtate on the day of my mar- 
« riage. And here, Sir, here was the caufe of 
* the much-wronged Mr. Mandev'lle's ruin. To 
« obtain this property, Mrs. Rigid gave out that he 
* remitted no money for the ſupport of his child, 
« though to my knowledge ſhe received a hundred 
© and fifty pounds half-yearly.” Six Solomon! 
Sir Sel. Go on. 

Alb. [Read:] This ſtory ſa convinced the late 
Mr. Mandeville of his ſon's inhumanity, that he 
« died diſinheriting him, and Albina lives to ne- 
„ glect the beſt. of parents.“ —{ Drops the letter — 
J can't read any more Oh, my poor father! 

Sir Sol. You have for your excule youth and 
inexperience—But I to be ſuch a dupe ! 
Alb. Where is he? Where is my father ? 

Sir So]. There again there's another bad buſi- 
neſs !—He's no where to be found. Even Howard 
knows nothing of him; for I met him juſt now 
half diſtrated, ſaying Mandeville had gone from 
the place where be left him, and, purſued by his 
-nemies, had fled either to London or the Conti- 
rent, He called me a ſavage—you another. 

Aub. And well he might—Let's go after him !— 
We'll ſearch the world over but we'll find him— 
(one, we'll hire all the horſes, ſervants, and car- 
r.ayes in the county We'll fly We'll—— 
Awtl-zay !—Here's the Governeſs! Do you ſpeak 
0 her, for J can't. 


14 


Enter Mrs. Ri61D. - 


Mrs. Rigi4, Sir Solomon, how dare you coun- 


1-nance my Pupil in diſobeying my orders? 
Come along, Albina; be a good child, and ge 
with your veſt friend.—Why, what's the matter 
with you - What does the girl make faces at? 
Speak !—Are vou ill? 

. No Ney boudly.] 

Mrs. Jgd. Hey day! 
von're talking be ? 


Do you know whom 


Alb, 


— — 


ws —— 
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Alb. Tes. Lendly.] | 
Mrs. Rigid. Fie, fie, Sir !—Teach a girl to in- 
ſult her mother. Lie Sir Solomon. ] 
Alb. Fie, fie, Madam, — Teach a girl to deſert 
her father! 
Mrs. Rigid. What? 
Sir Sol. [turning her towards him.) Where are the 
letters Mandeville wrote from India ? 
Alb. 8 her towards her] Where is the mo- 
ney he ſent for my ſupport ? : 
Mrs. Rigid. Peace ! you little infolent ! 
Sir Sel. [turning her.) Where is the agreement 
between you and the Tutor ? | \ 
Alb, ¶ turning ler.] Where are a parent's affecti- 
ons—a Jover's heart? 
Mrs. Rigid. Silence !—or I'll fo chaſtiſe you— 
Alb. You chaſtiſe me !— The threats of my fa- 
ther or Mr. Howard would frighteg me; becauſe 
they're good people, and injured people; and if 
you had behaved well, I had been ſtill afraid of 
you. But now—Oh! 1 wiſh I had a rod, I'd pay 
vou off old ſcores, that's what I would !-Come, 
Sir Solomon, let's leave her. 
Sir Sol. Aye: let us ſeek out the wronged, the 
honeſt Mr. Mandeville | 


Enter REALIZE, 


Real. He's not to be found !-Mandeville's not 
to be found; and I ſhail not only loſe my two hun- 
dred pounds, but ſhall alſo be tricked out of my 
annuity— For yonder's Mr. Howard running about 


like a madman ; and he iwears, if he don't find him, 


he'll put an end to his exiſtence ! —[ Fes A biha.] 
Oh, ho!— Now we ſhall! get information !—Your 
ſervant, Miſs—or rather Matter, Albiua | 
Alb. Sir! | 
Real. Who's Governeſs now ?—=Didn't I tell 
you laſt night this lady was my miſtreſs? [ Pointing 
to Mrs, Rigid, | 
Alb. You did, 
Real. 
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Real. And isn't ſhe——isn't ſhe my miſtreſs ? 

Alb. If you like it.— If you prefer ſerving her 
to me. I'm ſure I've no objection.— 80 I give you 
warning, and appoint the Game- keeper your ſuc- 
ceſſor.— Copley ſhall be Steward 10 the young 
lady Mr. Realize to the old one. 


Real. Copfley become Steward !- Why, Go- 
verneſs —Miſtreſs ! | 

Alb.” Have you cut down that wood, Sir? 
Oh, dear! That puts me in mind—I declare, Sir 
Solomon, I had quite forgot There is a ſtranger 
now at the Caſtle, who can very likely give us in- 
telligence about my father. He told me he was 
his friend; and he is ſuch a kind, tender-hearted 
creature We'll go there firſt Come. 

Mrs. Rigid. Albina ! 

Real. Miſs Mandeville ! 

Sir Sol. There, Madam, read that letter; and 
if you wiſh to avoid the moſt exemplary puniſh- 
ment, look out all Mandeville's letters, and brin 
them to my houſe dire&ly.—-You, alſo, Sir, brin 
your keys and papers at the ſame time Go this 


moment; and while Albina's at the Caſtle, III 


* 


wait your coming. 

Real. Sir Solomon! 

Sir Sol. No reply, Sir! 

Real. If I'm to loſe my place, T hope I'm not 
to loſe my money There's Mr. Mandeville's 
debt, two year's ſalary, and a trifle due from Mr, 
Howard for the Briſtol waters He coughed me 
out of a doſe of phyſic worth thirty pounds, 
| of To: a 

Sir Scl. No trifling ! Be gone, Sir! Mrs. 
Rigid, you know my determination. 

Alb. Stay — This is the laſt time J ſhall ever ſee 
her; and I can't bear to leave her ſo unbappy.— 


Governeſs, though I'm a much greater object of 


pity than you are, yet if my father will forgive 
you, I'm ſure I will.— At all events, while I have 
money, you ſhan't want —Adicu ! | 


Mrs. Rigid. [ Weeping.) Farewell! 
F Real. 


— — —— 
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Real, Pſha! what fignifies crying: Nou ſee 
I'm not affected! Nothing ever excites my ſen— 
ſibility but the touch of a guinea; and, thanks tn 
my ſtewardſhip and the aunuity trade! I've ſaved 
enough to retire and live as a gentleman ought to 
do. And fo, with many thanks for favours paſt, 
your ſervant, young lady and old gentleman ! 
Come along, Governeſs! I ſhall want a houſe- 
keeper; and fince you can't be my miſtreſs, I'll be 
your maſter ! [| Exit uit Mrs. Rigid.}] 

Sir Sc, Ah, you tub hypocrites! begone ! 
Oh, Solomon, Solomon, you ovght to have known 
that a woman was at the bottom of all this miſ- 
chief, Come! 1'l] ſee you to the Caſtle, and 
then 

Alb. I fay, Sir Solomon, if we meet Mr. How- 
ard by the way, 1 hope you won't let him Kill 
me 

Sir Sol. Kill you !- Why? 

Alb, I know he'll me monſtrous defperate !— 
In a good cauſe I've a good heart; but, in a bad 
one — Oh, Lord !\-— Deborah is a lion 10 
rae ! | 

Sir Sol. Never fear: I'll ſtand by you, Ard 
to prove I can be a protector, without being a 
poacher, I'll not aſk even a kiſs, till I have deli- 
vered you ſaſe into your father's hands !—No!— 
And then I won't trouble you, unleſs you particu- 
hrly deſire it Come I've given all that 
up for life; and I ſhall die, as I have lived, a ba- 
chelor ! | 

Alb. Don't! I hate bachelor I wiſh there waz 
a tax upon them, 

Sir Scl, There ought; for 'tis a luxury, I pro. 
miſe you, | [ Exeunt 


SCENE 


| 
} 
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SCENE—The Baron's Chamber. Table remaining, 


with Piſtol, &c. 
Enter HowarD. 


Horuard. Not here, either !-—No where to be 
found ! What can have become of him? 
Veritas detained me longer than I intended; and 
when I returned to the ruins, Mandeville was 
gone; thinking, no doubt, that, like the reſt of his 
unfeeling friends, I had forgotten and deſerted him 
Jam the moſt unhappy fellow living [Sis, 47s 
hand accidentally falls on the piftol.] What's here ?— 
A piſtol! Oh, Heaven !—He conldn't be fo 
deſperate ! How ! the initials of his name upon 
the barrel ! It is too evident he has deſtroyed 
himſelf, and died, ſuſpecting Howard-of ingrati- 
tude ! I ſhall not long ſurvive him — Oh, Mande- 
ville ! Mandeville! | 

Mand. [ Within.] Howard! Howard! 

Howard. What voice is that? Speak ! 

Mand. Tis I—'tis your friend! 

Howard. He is living! [tries the door.] Nay : if 
'twere adamant, I'd ſplit it into atoms! | Forres it 


open.] 


Enter MANDEVILLE, 


Howard. [| Embracing him.) My dear fellow: 
The next time you kill yourſelf, don't leave your 
inſtrument of death behind you. The initials or 
this barrel make the worſt Memento mori ! ever 
read. h 

Mand. Kill myſelf! How vou miſconceive, my 
friend! I took refuge here to avoid Realize; and 
meeting young Herbert, he protected me, and lock. 
ed me 1n that apartment. 

Jiavard. Did he? Did Bobadil protect you? 

Mand. He was moſt kind to me; and promised 
o make Albina kind to me. I wonder he's not 
returned: 'tis a long time ſince he left me. 

F 2 Howard. 
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Howard, Oh! he has a very flippery memory! 
The young coxcomb promiſed to make Albina 
kind to me; and I've never ſeen nor heard of him 
ſince. However, to ſhew you how very likely he 
1s to keep his word with either of us, Albina by 
this time has left the Caſtle, and gone to Dover. 

Mand. Gone to Dover ! 

Howard. I ſaw the carriage at the door an hour 
ago. Sdeath ! it's only loſt time to think of her 
or Herbert ! So, Jet us go to London let us 
eſcape while we can. | 

Man. Well, be it fo. Tis plain I am forgat- 
ten — and therefore J, like Albina, will bid adieu 
to the Caſtle for ever. And while ſlie hurries to 
ſcenes of gaiety and happineſs, her father ſhall 
No: while I have your friendſhip, Howard, I 
ought, and will defy misfortune. [ Noz/e of docr 
opening] We are interrupted : let us return to 
the chamber, { Exeunt at the door Mandeville cans 


From, | 


Enter ALBINA, 


Alb, Oh, dear! I'm ſuch a coward !-Coming 
up ſtairs, I thought I heard Mr. Howard's voice 
in this room ; and I dread his reproaches, and his 
triumph, and his anger ſo much, that I'd rather 
fee the old Baron himielf—Oh! it's all fancy—He's 
not here !--$0 | may open the dor, and venture 
to talk to my p:iifoner—Heiganof the ſight of peo- 
ple one has injured is fo dreadful, that 1 do believe, 
if Mr, Howard] She opens the door. 


Eiter Howard, 


Oh! h! h! Screams, and fail; in his arms.) 
Howard, Holloa! What's the matter? 
Aib. [ Recove' ins} Nothing: I'm better now: 
1 though. 
Howard. Well : what did you think ? 
Alb, 1 thought you had been the old * 
ut, 
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miles, and Albina jumps up.] Oh, he (miles! 
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but, I ſee—I ſee [Stealing away from him by degrees] 
Good bye, Mr. Howard, 

Howard. Your ſervant. 

Alb. There! I ſaid ſo. I knew he'd be deſpe- 
rate. Good bye, Sir; I'm going—Don' t you ter 


I'm going? 


Howard. Going. — Wby, ar'n't you gone? 

Alb. So I am I am gone. Nay : you needn't be 
quite in ſuch a hurry, Sir. 

Howard. I am in a hurry, I can't waſte my time 
en dolls and kickſhaws. Turns his back to her. J. 

Alb, Oh! I was fure this would be the caſe — 
What ſhall 1 do? I've a great mind to take cou- 
rage———to ſummon up all my reſolution, and ge 
boldly within ten yards of him, { She advance, 
Horvard turns, and frowns at fer -& lie is frightened. 
and flops, He turns his hack again, and /he goes nearer 
to him.) Lord! he takes it very quietly I'll ge 
cloſer. Soil dare ſay if I were to touch him be 
wouldn't bite my head of, Mr. Howard Fow 
d'ye do, Mr. Howard? [| Pulls him round gent!y. } 

Howard. Keep off! or 

Alb, Indeed I'm very ſorry—T know I've be- 
haved very ill; but it was the Governels's fault, 
and not mine, Pray now forgive me Look— 
on my knees I entreat vou —Forgive me this once, 
and I'll be ſuch a good, dear, darling girl !—I'l 
he your flave—your doll—your kick——[ Howard | 


You're a good-natured creature, Howard ! Ha! ha 
[ Smiles, and looks in his face.] 

Howard, J don't ſmile 

Alb. You do! vou do! 

Howard, I ſay ] don't! - And hark ye, if I were 
weak enough to forgive you on my own account 
how—how would you apologize for your unnatu— 
ral condu& to your father? 

Alb, I'll ſhew you Look -[ T akes a paper out 
af fer pocket.] 

Howard. What's that paper? 

Alb, My grandfather's wil! — Look! [Sniling.] 

F 3 Howard. 
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Howard. What !—Do you make a diſplay De 
you boaſt of your ill gotten wealth? Hear me 
[Lays hold of her hand with great emotion.) The 
Tutor has confeſſed 

Alb, I know it. 

Howard. That Mr. Mandeville—that ay friend 
—remitted money from India— 

Alb. I know it. 

Howard. That the Governeſs—that your friend 
concealed his letters— 

Alb. I know it. | 
Howard. Then how dare yon inſult me wit 
this ill-timed triumph? One werd more, and we 
part for ever !—No chuckling !—Liften ! [Tating 


ler hand with great violence] If your grandfather 


had known theſe facts, would he have difinherited 
an affectionate ſon, only to adopt an unfeeling 
daughter? Would he not have deſtroyed that teſ- 
tament ? | 

Alb. To be ſore he would ! And as he can't do 
it himſelf, won't I do it for him? There—and 
there—and there—f tearing the Will] Im my own 
miſtreſs now; and I think I can't do greater 
honour to my grandfather's memory, than by de- 
ſtroy ing an inſtrument that he would now bluſh to 
fign, and I fot ever be aſhamed to profit by! 

Howard. Are you How handſome ſhe looks! 
—Are you convinced ? 

Alb, Tem: I hate my Governeſs as much for 
her unceaſing eumity to my father, as i envy you 
for your exalted irrendi{brp towards him! Oh, 
Mr. Howard! Do you think he'll ever forgive 
me r I'm going in fearch of him; but if you 
ſhould be ſo fortunate as to fee him before me, 
pray tell him that things are now what they ought 
always to have been He is the poſſeſſor of the 
Mandeville eſtate, and I have nothing but what 
reſults from his bounty. Farewell!“ 

Howard. Stay: it's my turn to kneel now! 
{Kneels,] Oh! you angel! [Nes] . 

ome 
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Come forth; Mandeville. There is no longer any 
cauſe for concealing yourſelf ! 


Enter MaNDEVILLE. 


Look at her! Look at Albina, your much-abuſed 
daughter! She has parted from her Governets ! 
She has torn her Grandfather's will ! She has 
Damn it! why don't you ſpeak to her? joy choaks 
me! I'm dumb! 

Mand. ¶ Embracing ler.] My child! My child! 

Alb. My father ! 

Mand. Have I at length a recompenſe ? Oh, 
Howard! Did I not ſay the time would come — 

Howard, Why will you ſpeak to me, when you 
know I can't anſwer you ? 

Alb, Will you forgive me, Sir? Can you for- 

et 

; Mand. Forget! I never blamed you. And at 
this moment your mother's virtues ſhine out ſo 
brightly in your conduct, that ] could wiſh that 
Will were ſtil] in force. I want not now my fa- 
ther's wealth to make me happy—My child, my 
tong-loſt daughter is reſtored to me, and I am bleſt, 
and rich beyond my hopes 


Enter Sir SOLOMON, COPSLEY, and CiCELY. 


Sir So! Come, Albina ! Tis time to proceed on 
gur journey. What, Mandeville ! Howard ! all 
together! all reconciled Tol de rol lol! 

Howard, So you're come to play the gover- 
nor ! 

Sir So“. Not I. Pve been as great a fool as any 
of you. I thought Mrs. Rigid a divinity z; but 
I've found out ſhe's a woman ! Veritas has con- 
verted me. Pm a fair pen now, Howard! 
Mandeville, you have deſerved better treatment; 
—give me your hand, —George, give me yours. 
And now, my little fellow-traveller, give me the 


kiſs 
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kiſs we talked of.— No: hang it! 'twill be only 
diſtreſſing you! 

Howard. Nay, Sir Solomon, if it will give you 
any pleaſure, I'm ſure it will give me no pain. 

Sir Sal. Arch rogue! Now Ill take it by proxy, on 
purpoſe to be revenged. There, George, try how 
you can bear it | Howard lifes Albina]. So, does 
it give you much pain? Well, what ſay you, Mr. 
Mandeville? — How ſhall we puniſh theſe two cul- 

rits? Shall we inflit matrimony, or ſeparation ? 

Tizard, Oh! Matrimony, by all means! Don't 
you think ſo, Sir? [ To Mandeville.] _ 

Mand. I do, indeed! The day that gives Albina 
ſuch a huſband, and maker me father of ſuch a ſon 
ad Howard, muſt be the proudeſt and happieſt of my 
life. | 

Sir Sol. Say you ſo ? Then take her, George 
And if the marriage ſtate can afford happineſs 
However, we won't talk of impoſſibilities. 

Howard. Now, Albina, will you ever talk of 
Cicely again ? 

Alb. Will you ever call me Becky again ? 

Howard. Becky! 

Alb. If you do, I'll make you a companion to the 
wild gooſe in the cottage. ** I hope your lungs are 
better, Sir?“ { Reminding him by ber voice and atti- 
bude. 

nd What! Were you Bobadil? Were you 
the little ſmart, well-made Lieutenant ? 

Alb. 1 was young Herbert, Sir; and I bleſs the 
diſguiſe, not only for convincing me of the fincerity 
of my lover, but alſo for introducing me to my fa- 
ther.—I hope you den't blame me, Sir ?—| To Man- 


deville. } 


Sir So. He blame you! No: Howard has mot 
reaſon. What will your huſband ſay to your ftrut- 
ting about in boy's clothes ? 

Howard. Say! That I wiſh all women would 
wear the breeches before marriage, inftead of after- 
wards, | . 


Cop/. 
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Copſ. Oh, Madam How ſhall I thank you? 


You have ſaved me and my family from ruin, 

Cic. You have, Madam! and we are all gratitude. 

Alb. This is your benefactor; you are to thank my 
father, not me. If you wiſh to.do me a favour—— 
why, there is one | 

Cic. Oh, name it, Madam! name it! 

Alb. Why it rather concerns Sir Solomon than 
myſelf. Pray be kind enough to have the old cur- 
tain repaired, leſt he ſhould again wiſh to take cover 
behind it. And likewiſe, do ſend me ſome of the 
ſtraw—I mean to be married in a ſtraw hat—and I'll 
ri one manufactured out of Sir Solomon's ſtub- 

e! 

Howard, One! We'll have a dozen! And our 
children ſhall wear them, in honour of their great- 
uncle's gallantry ! 

Sir Sol. Gallantry ! Pſha! I've ſomething better 
to think of than women. 

Howard. Indeed you have not. Come, come, 
Uncle—Rail at the ſex as much as you like, you 
mult confeſs, that life is a blank without them; 
and the gaming-table, the bottle, and the ſports of 
the field, are all fo many ſubſtitutes—ſhadows !——— 
Woman is the true ſubſtance, after all And, com- 
pared to her, all other objects are as the glow-worm 
to the ſun! It may dazzle the ſight but it can never 
warm the heart! Don't you think ſo, Albina. 

Alb. I do, indeed, Women are certainly moſt 
ſuperior creatures; and, if by accident they have 
any faults, men ought not to ſee them At leaſt, I 
hope that will be my caſe to-night. I have done 
and talked a great many fooliſh things : but having 
their hands, and full pardon. | Standing between Man- 
deville and Howard) ; let me have yours—and Albina 
will be the happieſt of wives, and the moſt grateful 
of daughters, ; 


THE END. 
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Written by M. P. IN D R Es, Es. 
SPOKEN »y Mis. JOKDAN. 


Thnx World's a Stage—and Man has Seven Ages: 
So Shakeſpeare writes*—King of Dramatic Sages ; 
But he forgot to tell you in his plan, 

That Woman plays her part as well as Man. 


Firſt, how her infant heart with triumph feclls, 
When the red coral fbakes its filver bells !-— 
She, like young Stateſmen, as the rattle rings, 
Leaps at the ſound, and ftrats in leading-ftrings. 


Next, little Miſs, in pin-a-fore fo trim, 
With nurſe ſo noiſy=-with mama fo prim— 
Eager to tell you all ſhe's taught to utter 
Liſps as ſhe graſps the allotted bread and butter; 
Type of her ſex—who, though no longer voung. 
Hold every thing with eafe—except their tongue. 


A School-girt then She curls ber hair in pap*rs, 
And mimics Father's gout, and Mother's vapours ; 
Tramples alike on cuſtoms, and on toes, 

Aud whiſpers all ſbe hears, 10 all fe knows : 


„Betty!“ ſhe cries, © it comes into my head, 
« Old maids grow croſs becauſe their cats are dead; 


* 'The idea of this parody of the Seven Ages of Shake- 
ſpeare, was ſuggeſted to Mr. Reynolds by his friend Mr. 
Rogers {Author of The Pleaſures of Memory), and the lines 
printed io Italics were furniſhed by him. 


'T My 


EPILOGU E. 


*: My Governeſs has been in ſuch a fuſs 

© About the death of our old tabby puſs — 
© She wears black ftockings—Ha! ba!—What 2 
® pother, 

© *Cauſe one old cat's in mourning for another!“ 
The C2ild of Nature—free from pride and pomp, 
And ſure to pleaſe, though nothing but a Romp / 


Next riper Miſs, who, nature more diſcloſing, 
Now finds ſome traits of art are interpofing; 
And with blue laughing eyes behind ber fan, 

Firſt ad her part—with that great afier, Man 


Behold her now an ogling, vain Coquette, 
Catching male gudgeons in her filver'd net : 
All things revers'd—the neck, cropt cloſe and bare, 
Scarce feels th* incumbrance of a fingle hair ; 
Whilſt the thick forchead treſſes, frizzled full, 
Kal the tufted locks that grace the bull, —- 


Ten comes that ſober charater—a Wife, 
Huh all the dear, diſtracting cares of life ; 
A thouſand cards, a thouſand joys extend, 
For what may not upon a card depend? 
Though Juſtice in the morn claim fifty pounds, 
Five hundred won at night may heal the wounds! 
Now ſhe'll ſnatch half a glance at Opera, Ball, 
A meteor trac d by none, though ſeen by all; 
Till Spouſy finds, while anxious.to immure her, 
A Patent Cefin only can ſecure her! 


Alt laſt the Dowager—in ancient flounces, 
With ſnuff and ſpectacles, this age denounces — 


FPILOGUE, 


And thus ſhe moralizes—[" Speaks like an old woman. 
* How bold and forward each young flirt appears ! 
© Courtſhip, in my time, laſted ſeven years 

% Now ſeven little months ſuffice of courſe, 

For ccurting, marrying, ſcolding, and divorce ! 

% What with their truſs'd-up ſhapes and pantaloons, 
“ Dreſs occupies the whole of honey-mgons :— 
They ſay we have no ſouls—but what more odd is, 
% Nor men, nor women now, have any bodies |— 
„When I was young—my heart was always tender, 
& And would, to every ſpouſe I had, ſurrender ; 

& Their wiſhes to refuſe I never durſt— 

And my fourth died as happy as my firſt.” 


Truce to ſuch ſplenetie and raſh deſigns, 

And let us mingle candour with our lines. 

In all the ſtages of domeſtic life, 

As child, as ſiſter, parent, friend, and wife, 
Woman, the ſource of every fond employ, 
Softens affliction, and enlivens joy. 

What is your boaſt, male rulers of the land? 
How cold and cheerlefs all you can command ! 
Vain your ambition—vain your wealth and power, 
Unleſs kind woman ſhare your raptur'd hour ;. 
Unleſs, midſt all the glare of pageant art, 

She adds her ſmile, and triumphs in your heart. 


. ů —— 


